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7 PR LE rFACE 


| S the Duty of Praiſe is ſo eſſential a Part 
of Divine Worſhip, and has the Stamp 
of divine Authority ſo eminently impreſſed 
upon it, 'tis no Wonder that it has ſtill been 
allowed to hold a diſtinguiſhed Place among 
the Exerciſes of Religion ;---and that no Age 
has proved ſo degenerate in which there have 
not [5:1 found a faithful few to celebrate the. 
Praiſes of the KING OF KINGS, even in 

this diſtant Region of his vaſt Empire, 
Much has been ſaid by many eminent; 
| Writers to ſhew the impropriety of obliging 
the Diſciples of JESUS to learn all Gels 
Songs of Praiſe to Him, their divine RE» 
DEEMER, within the Schools of Moſes and 
the Prophets. 9 
| | And ſurely at firſt View it muſt appear 
' unreaſonable to wrap up, under the Veil of 
, | the Moſaic Diſpenſation, thole warmeſt. 
Powers of the Soul, which ſhould be encou- 
raged to ſally out and dwell with Delight on 
the many bright and raviſhing Subjetts of 
Contemplation and Praile, which are every 
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$9, 25 
where to be met with among the later and 
ſeill more intereſting Tran actions of New- 
Teſtament Times. | 
In confequence of what has been advanced 

on this Subject, the preſent Age ſeems to al- 

ire after a Chriſtian- like Freedom in this 
olemn Part of Worſhip, which has ſo much 
of Heaven in it, and is intended to fit the 
Expettants of it for the Land of Praiſe, 

The following Hymns were compoſed, and 
arc offered to the Public, with a View toaſhſt 
the Friends of the LORD JESUS, amidſt 
their ſerious Moments, in exprelling the de- 
vout breathings of their Souls to“ Him that 
& loved them, and waſhed them from their 
Sins in his own Blood.“ It is hoped alſo 


that the uſing them in Congregations and 


Families may be found of Advantage, 
In compoling theſe Hymns, Choice has 


been made of the moſt practical ſubjetts, and 
| fuch as the devout Soul is apteſt to dwell 


upon in its more ſolemn Hours, And as the 


Name of the bleſſed JESUS is precious, and 


nike Ointment poured forth,” to all his 
| fi:cere Diſciples, it is preſumed the ſerious 
| Reader will not cenſure the Author as tedi- 
| ous, for having dwelt fo long upon the In- 


carnation, the Life, (including his Miniſtry 
arid Miracles) the Death, the Reſurrection, 
the Aſcenſion, and the ſecond. Coming of 
our adorable REDEEMER ; theſe being the 
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. - Conſiderable part o 
| Teſt may be ſeen in the general Contents pre- 


(---®- 


rand and eee Subjects which fill up a 
this {mall Volume. "Ihe 


fixed to the whole, lf the ſerious Peruſal of 
them, under the Influence of Divine Grace, 
prove the mean of begetting, increaſing, or 


Preſerving a devout Warmth in the Breait of: 
the meanelt Chriſtian, it will prove an abun- 
dant Recompence for any Pains beſtowed in 


their Compoſition. Perhaps ſome few Phra- 
{es may occur not. ſo familiar to the lowelt, 
Claſs of Readers ; but as they are few, their 
meaning may eahly be diſcovered by care- 
fully attending to the whole Verſe or Line, 
whete ſuch words are met with. No doubt 
thoſe who are poſſeſſed of Poetical Talents 
will at firſt View diſcern many Blemiſhes in 
the following Pages; yet as it is the firſt.” 
Trial of-Genius in this way, 'tis hoped the 
Judges of ſuch Compolitions will ſhew Can- 
dor in their Criticiſms on a Performauce, 
which however imperfect, 1s {ent abroad into 
the World, with a moſt unfeigned Debre, 
that it may prove in ſome Degree uſeful to 
thoſe into whole Hands it may come, 

The Editor of this new Edition of the fol- 
lowing Hymus has thought proper to extract 
thus much ( ith ſome {mall Additions) from 
the Author's Preface, as it informs the Res- 
der of his delign in making them public, 
But it may be likewiſe neceflary to tubjoin 

„„ ſlome 


OE 


ſome farther Account of the original Work, 


. it to the World in this new Dreſs, 
t made its firſt appearance about thirty 
Years ago, and in a part of Great Britain, 
where divine Poetry had been little cultivated 
and improved. This the Author relates in 
the above Preface with the ſame Modeſty he 
has ſhewn in what is here extracted. There 
were alſo a great Number of Scotticiſms, 
very likely to diſguſt an Engliſh Reader, and 
which was probably the Reaſon of its not 
being 1 on this fide the Tweed; for 
otherwiſe it is preſumed it has Merit enough 
in point of Genius and Sentiment to inſure 
(at leaſt with the ſerious) a favorable Recep- 
tion. In the preſent Edition much Pains have 
been taken to pare off thoſe exceptionable 
Words, and allo to correct and alter what- 
ever appeared materially defettive either in 
the Matter or Manner. Beſides it was judged 
expedient to omit about fifteen Hymns, 
Where the Style was leſs pleaſing, or the 
Subject of leſs Importance; as alſo to arrange 
| the reſt in a quite different Order, to prefix 
proper litles to each, to tranſpoſe ſome 
| Verles and retrench others, and laſtly to add 
a Verle or two, efpecially at the Concluſion 
of a Hymn, in order to fill up the Senſe, 
Which is generally a Prayer; together with 
| two entire Hymns on the Miſſion of the 


* : HOLY 


and of the Liberty that has been taken, in 


| $8. 41 WD - 
"IS HOLY GHOST, which ſeemed to be want- 
1 ing, in the Place where they occur, ; 
* It is probable the Work would have been 

5 more acceptable to ſome Perſons, if the Me- 


tre had been varied, or at leaſt the firſt and 


| | 
1 } third Lines of the Stanza had rhymed as well 

1 4 as the {ecoad and the fourth, which is moſtly 

© the Caſe in modern Compoſitions of this Na- 

e ture; yet ſuch the Author has left it, and it 

„ Would have proved an almoſt endleſs Taſk, 

d and next to impoſſible, to have ſupplied that 

Defett, if it really be one. 

r In Concluſion, the Editor begs leave to 

h inform the Public, that no ier Motive 
e has prompted him to republiſh this Work; 
» but a ſincere Deſire, that a Jewel, which 
e unpoliſhed as it was, had afforded him much. 
e real Pleaſure, might, after paſſing under the 
t. |} File, and ſet to better Advantage, impart 
n the ſame and {till greater Satisfaction, to all 
d I thoſe, who know the Value of, or have a 
s, Taſte for Jewels, 

8 The gracious GOD vouchſafe his Bleſſing 
e { therewith, and to his great Name be all the 
x IPraiſe molt gratefully aſcribed through JE+ 
E SUS CHRIST our LORD, Amen, 

d | 
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THE BEING AND PERFECTIONS OF 
GOD. 


HYMN I. God is Love, 1 John iv, 8. 
0 all the fair reſplendent Gems 


That wreathe th' eternal Crown, 


I ſee. immenſe almighty Love 
Refle& the brighteſt noon, 


{2 Th' adored DEITY procl: ims 


His Name and Nature LOVE; 
A Sun whole beams, undim'd by Age, 
Will beatihc prove. 


3 As the capacious Occan's Bed 
Its vapours {ends abroad, 
So Streams of Love pe apa riſe 
From the Profound of GOD. 


With Him Eternity to ſhare, 
All Reaſon's Sons were made; 

To lead them up to GODHEAD's ſourc- 
It's pureſt Lights were ſhed. 


If Beings bleſt with happy life 
On wings of freedom ily, 

And bove the right of Creatures, aim 
To x their neſt on high; 


= THE BEING AND 


6 Let none for this a GOD arraign, 83 
Or tax his righteous Throne, 
Tho' bold Uſurpers of his Seat ] 
Beneath his Vengeance groan, 
7 That He hath form'd undying Souls $4 ( 
To dwell in endleſs woe, 
Who dare on Goodneſs infinite 3 


Such high Impeachment throw ? 
8 When o'er the precipice of death . 


He ſees them bent to run, 
Muſt he their wills in fetters bind 
That they all harms may ſhun ? 


9 Thoſe Stars now plung'd in hopeleſs night 
From this bleit SUN did ftray 
Back to the Center of their Bliſs 
They cannot find the way, 


10 No Fiend will dare to charge his Sin +. - 
On the dear MAKER's hand ; 7 
When to their breaſts he makes appeal 

All Hell will ſpeechleſs ſtand, 


II. The Omnipreſence of GOD, 8 
| Pſal. CxxXi, 7-10, 
1 1 Him who ſpans Immenſity | 
Where ſhall I point my flight ? | 
To what receſs of nature run -J 
T* elude his piercing Sight ? 9 
2 Shall I on wing of riſing Day 
My early Tour purſue ? 
And with the Sun's meridian blaze 
The fruitleſs toil renew ? 


O 


PERFECTIONS OF COD, 3 


g Yet ſtill the Footſteps of a COD 
Thro' all that Rout I tr:c* ; 
His Hand leads that bright Journeyer on 
In his far diſtant race, 


4 Or ſhould I unperceived ſcale 
The Ramparts of the Sky, 
And hide me in ſome bliſsful bow'r 
That ſtill may vacant lie; , 


is E'en then I on his Boſom fin!:, 
| And on his Breaſt recline ; 
Each dweller mid thoſe Manſions fair 
His bliſsful Arms entwine, 


gbt 6 If down th' infernal ſhades I leap, 
| Still aiming to retire, 
Yet there his Noſtrils ceaſeleſs blow 
Thoſe waves of liquid fire: 


7 There too ſupported by his hand 
1: | The Fiends perpetual growl, 
Beneath long-threaten'd Tortures preſt 
They raiſe th' unpitied howl, 


8 Far on the Ocean's ſwelling flood 
'Tis vain to plunge me deep ; 
Seas rave his praiſe, and lie within 
His Eye's unboundey ſweep. 


If in his Being thus inclos'd, 
What godlike aims ſhould ſway 
Man's mind, whoſe earlieſt buds of thought 
Are naked as _ Day. 
2 
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10% J hrow wide the Portals of thy Soul, 
| Anil al its bow'rs diſcloſe ; 
| Tiro all its Arbors bid Him range 
| Who well their windings knows, 
11 Prune off the wild luxuriant branch, 
Let fragrance breathe around, 
That He, who walks the fields on high, 
May tread that nether ground, 


III. The Greatneſs and Majeſty of GOD, 
Tſai, xl. 12—14. 


1 O! Heav'n's tremendous mighty 


(I tremble at the Name!) KING! 


High Hoſts but faintly liſp his praiſe, 
Nor half his deeds proclaim. 


2 He rounded all thoſe heav'nly Orbs, 
| 
| 


He bowl'd them from his hand, 
Which at his pleaſure ſhoot along, 
Or at his bidding ſtand, 


3 From mid the ciſtern of his fiſt 
He pour'd the noiſy Deep, 
Or huſh'd by Him they lleep. 


4 His Fingers ſpann'd the azure Sky, 
A ſſign'd each Star its er j 
He ſmooth'd for each a ſpacious Road 
T hro* vaſt unbounded Space. 


5 He gaug'd the yeilding Mounds of Sand 
| That Imoothly lave the ſhore, 


| 


Whoſe Billows laſh th' affrighted Strand, 


* 8 
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And curb th' impetuous lawleſs waves 
While all enrag'd they roar, 


6 Each fragment of the rugged Rock 
In his juſt ſcales was weigh'd, 
And all the proud aſpiring Hills 
Were in his balance try'd. 


Who led his bleſt unerring Hand p 
Or lent him needful aid, 
When on its {trong unſhaken baſe 
The pond'rous Earth was laid P 


8 Who drew Creation's wond'rous plan ? 
Or ſketch'd its proſpects out ? 
Who fat in Council, when he fx'd 
The Comet's tedious rout d 


9 When Nature's godlike laws were fram'd 
Who penn'd its ruder draught ? | 
Who did the depth of Wiſdom ſound ? 
Or firſt Him Knowledge taught ? 


10 Hail, Being's uncreated Source, 
Whoſe ſtreams from Thee do flow; 
Cherubic and Seraphic Bands 


In thy dread Preſence bow, 


IV. The fame Subject continued from 
Ver, 15—26, 


I 1 \ \ 7 HAT Image can pourtray a GOD ? 
His fainteſt Likeneſs ſhew ?P 
Whoſe hand the features pencil out 
Of DEITY to view ? 
B 3 


6 THE BEING AND 


2 Whole Nations vaniſh into ſmoke, 
And all their Grandeur dies, 
Like Oceans ſhrivel'd to a drop, 
Before his piercing Eyes, 


g The haughty Cedars waving high | 

*" On tops of LEBANON, J 
Would raiſe a ſcanty flame, to burn 
Sweet incenſe round his Throne, 


4 The Herds, that o'er each valley-ſide 
Thro' flowing herbage rove, 
All on his ſacred Altars pil'd 3 
An Off ring mean would prove, | 


5 On circle of this carthly Globe 

| He rears his lofty Seat, 

| Its tenants, like the graſhopper, 
But chirp beneath his feet, 


6 He weaves the ſpacious Heav'ns on high 
| As curtains for his Throne, 

ö He ſtretch'd their ſtarry floor abroad 

| To fix his Tent upon. 

| 7 E'en Princes vaniſh into air, 

| And ſeem but puny things ; 

| Deciſions of the Judge are vain 


| Before the KING OF KINGS. | 
| 


| 8 Survey the azure fields above, 

| He marſhal'd yonder hoſt, 

| And leads more num'rous Armies forth 
| Than Xexxes c'er could boaſt. 


He muſters up their various ranks 


Which wait his ſov'reign Wall, 


h Y 


PERFECTIONS OF Gp. 


And round the vaulted {ky revolve, 
Or at his Nod ſtand ſtill. 


V. Divine Condęſcenſion. 
2 Chro. vi. 18. 


* ILL he that fills th* eternal Throne 
Celeſtial Glories quit ? 
And on this footitool deign to tread 
So diſtant from his Scat p 


2 E'en the etherial Plains are ſcant 
For Manſions of a GOD; 
The ſtarry Pavement could not bear 
The weight of his Abode. 


3 Thoſe upper Courts on Zion's Hill 
That raiſe their heads ſo high, 


Cannot contain the GOD, whole Glance 
Surveys Infinity. 


4 Not the unmeaſur'd Fields of light 
Can hold his dwelling- place, 
Who unconfin'd to Paradiſe 
Fills univerſal Space. 


5 What tho' his Throne by Cherubs borne 
With dazzling Splendors ſhine, 
Yet all its Curtains ſpread around 
His Glories can't confine, 


6 Will he then rend thoſe azure ſkies, 
And leave the Worlds on high ? 
In cloudy Chariot downward haſte p 
Or mid the Whirlwind fly ? 


THE BEING AND 


7 In an apartment made with hands 
Will the MOST HIGH abide ? 
Or on an Orb ſo far remote 
One paſling day reſide ? . 


8 What Dome by mortal ſkill pil'd up 
6 Can yield Him fit retreat? 
When all the rolling Spheres above 


Are duſt beneath his feet. 19 
9 Yet ſtrange! from where He reigns ſu- 
In Majeſty and State, [ preme 


Before the Heart's thrice bolted door 
Heav'n's SOVREIGN deigns to wait, 


| 10 Or when, for gracious ends of Love, 
| He takes his downward flight ; 
*Tis then, the humble contrite Heart 17 
| He makes his chief delight, 
| 


\ 


| 
| VI. The everlaſting Compaſſions of GOD to 


his People, Iſai. xlix. 15, 8 
| 
7 HE warm Compaſſions of a GOD 
| In drought know no decay : ' 
| That bleſſed immaterial SUN 
| Still ſheds th” enrapt'ring Ray, 9 ] 
2 His Heat diffuſes far abroad 


Beyond the bounds of Thought ; 
Ten thouſand Sun's meridian warmth 1 
Compar'd therewith is nought. 


3 Collect each Beam that fires the Breaſt * 
Of the celeſtial Throng, 


t. 


. 


to 


PERFECTIONS OF GOD, 9 


With Men's affections flaming high, 
And paſſions burning ſtrong ; 
4 From th' uncreated Source of Love 
Theſe make one feeble Ray; 
What warmth muſt then be in this Spring 
Of everlaſting Day! 
5 In his parental Boſom hid 
The Saints tranſported lie; 
How fondly claſp'd in his Einbrace 
By Love's unloos'ning tie ! 
6 No time ſhall cool the glowing flame, 
Or blot them from his heart; 


Of all their fins his own dear Son 
Once felt the penal ſmart, 


| 7 Will ſhe that on her ſuckling ſmiles 


Her melting boſom ſteel ? 
Forget to huſh her tender Babe ? 
Or diſregard his weal ? 


8 Yes, e'en maternal Love may freeze 
Theſe yearnings too may die, 
And Infants wean'd in natal hour 
Oft heave th' expiring cry. 
But here no cloud can intercept 
His ſmiles as they deſcend ; 
No hand from Mercy's dandling knee 
One duteous Child ſhall rend. 
> Think, while thou feel'ſt Affection's 
Glide ſtrongly thro thy Soul, | Stream 
What Oceans of unme. 'ur'd Love 


In GOD's pure Breait mult roll. 


10 THE BEING, &c, 


VII, Celebration of the divine Attributes, 
efpectally Mercy. Plal. cxlv. . 


1 LL Objects round in one combine, 
; And ſpeak their MAKER good ; 
The tongue of fame his Acts of Grace 
To Ages rings aloud, 


2 (He's wiſe beyond all finite thought,“ 
The hymning Angels cry ; 
« He's juſt,” from off the boiling Lake 
| Deſpairing Fiends reply. 
g What tend'rer Name ſhall Men adopt, 
How {tile th* eternal GOD, 
When they are wafting Tribute high 
To reach his bleſt Abode ? 


| g The heavenly Worlds wear lovely prints 
Of his Perfections bright; 

But Earth enjoys the conſtant ſhine 
Of Mercy's ſtreaming Light. 


5 While Juſtice darts its keeneſt flames 
Thro' yon blaſpheming Vale, 
We Mortals on. Time's gentle tide 
With Hope's fair ſtreamers ſail, 


6 From this Spring-head all Earth around 
Rich ſtreams of Goodneſs flow, 
And on cach diſtant Hill and Dale 


Unnumber'd Bleſſings grow. 


7. This is the Orb where Mercy ſhoots, 
Nought elſe auſpicious ſprings, 

| To view its growths in Summer bloom 

Heav'n's Hoſts it downward brings 


RP 
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8 This is JEHOVAN's brighteſt Name, 
c This Plume ſtill farreſt ſhows, 
| When his wide-!pread almighty Wing 
; With dazzling colours glows, 


9 Man is ſweet Mercy's darling Child, 
1; Nurs'd by its tender hand : 
And in the upper worlds above 


The Bleſt its Trophies ſtand. 


10 Each Pulſe is ſtill an Act of Grace, 
And calls for grateful Lays ! 


O! may each Tongue, that's taught ts 
ſound, 


Proclaim JEHOVAH 's praiſe, 
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; VII. God the Author and Former of Man's 
Being. Pal. c. g. 


1 Bites the Potter's moulding Hand 
Had form'd my paſſive Clay, 

1, wrapt in Nature's ſluggiſh Maſs, 

8 Cut off from Being, . 


2 To Him that grav'd my title, Man, 
| My ev'ry breath be Praiſe ; 
Each Deed ſhall echo to his word, 

And high his Glory raiſe, 


3 Me, in the riſing Chain of Life, 
He fix'd on lofty link ; 

To inlets of low ſenſe adjoin 'd 
Intelligence to think, 
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4 Then from the Font of Bliſs he pour'd 
A pure celeſtial Draught! 
By him my ſtrong immortal Pow'rs 
With future Hopes were fraught, 


My race of Being knows no bound 
Within the Sun's wide Sphere ; 

Nor ſhall it interruption find, 
When dim his Glories wear, 


6 This Structure of Dimenſions vaſt 
Creation cannot fill; 

Deſires ſo craving aſk a GOD, 
Nor reſt but in his Will, 


7 Unchain'd, e'en when the clay-built frame 
Folds cloſe its ſlumbring eye, 
With glance of thought the Spirit ſoars 6 
Thro' trackleſs lengths of Sky. 


8 Thou Kindler of this Breath of Life, 
| With Love ſeraphic fire, 
That all my Pow'rs, which from Thee 
May back to Thee aſpire. [ came, 


lt. — — _— — 


IX, GOD our Creator and Preſ-rver from 


( earlieſt Infancy. Plal. xxii 9. W 
1 VE Choirs, that tune the Courts above, 
A grateful Anthem raiſe E 


- To Him, that feeds my waſting Breath, 
| I'll chant with you his Praiſe, 


2 He moulded firſt the embryo mafs 
Low in my early Tomb; 
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And led my pulle its wonted rounds 
In the dark pris'ning Womb, 


3 In hollow'd Lamp at Life's dim dawn 
He pour'd the vital ſtream, 

To lis t its unexpiring flame 
Infus'd an heav'nly Beam. 


4 Soon as my natal hour aroſe, 
He burſt my priſon-door, 

And bade my op'ning eyelids drink 
Bright rays unſeen before, 


On Mercy's knee long was I huſh'd 
While mid ſoft flumbers lull'd ; 
me His Arm my helpleſs head ſuſtain'd 
Within its circling fold, 


6 His Eye unſlumbring prov'd a guard 
Round my infantile bed ; 
Ten thouſand dangers hov'ring round 
Before his Preſence fled, | 


E'er Reaſon ſhed its orient beams 


me, Or taught my wants to know, 
He from his ſtores bade rich ſupplies 
mM Thro' plenteous channels flow. 
3 Soon as th' impetuous tide of youth 
ove, Began to force its Way, 
He the unbridled foaming ſtream 
* By kind reſtraints did ſtay. 


When on to ruin's crumbling edge 
I ſtill regardleſs Tas 
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He taught by his correcting Rod F 
That dreadful Death to ſhun. 
10 I hymn th eternal Name for theſe 
And countleſs Bleſſings more; 
But vain a mortal's ſong my Soul, 
Be filent, and adore, 


— 
X. GOD's Wiſdom and Power in Creation. 8 
Job xxvi. 6—1 4. 


1 ROM GOD's all-penetrating Eye 
What hand can form a ſcreen ? 
Since Hell before it 'open lies, 9 
And Ruin's naked ſeen, 


2 Far o'er yon void He ſtretch'd the North, 
But not beyond his call : | 

His mighty Hand on nothing pois'd 
This rolling earthly Ball. T 


3 Within the boſom of his cloud 
The upper floods are pent ; 


Nor are thoſe ciſterns of the Sky a 
| By all thoſe waters rent, 
1 4 The face of his reſplendent Throne 
He ſometimes turns aſide, Re 


And draws the manthng clouds around 
Its dazzling Beams to hide, 


5 He ſtrongly hemm'd the Waters in 
With the incircling Shore 
Rear'd high around, —till Day and Night 
Shall ſhow their face no more, 
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6 Heav'n's Pillars on their mighty Baſe 

: Oft tremble at his look; 

With deep aſtoniſhment they ſhakes 
Before his ſtern rebuke, 


7 By matchleſs Pow'r He parts the Sea, 
Her angry waves divides ; 
* And o'er the ſtiffen'd neck of Pride 
In Godlike pomp He rides. 
8 His Spirit garniſh'd out the ſky, 
And ſkirts the cloud with gold; 
His Hand the crooked ſerpent form'd, 
And taught each Joint to fold, 
9 Theſe are the ſamples of his ways, 
The hiding of his Might : 
But Oh ! how ſmall a portion here 
Appears to mortal fight ! 


XI. GOD's providential Care of the 
Creatures. Luke Xi. 7. 


1 TNFINITE Wiſdom holds the Reins 
Of Nature's wide Domain: 
Beneath his far-extended Sway 
Earth, Air and Sea remain, 


— 2 His Eye the grafly ſpires ſuryeys, ' 
Each in its veſture dreſt, 
All dy'd of light or deeper Green 
As ſuits their ſtations beſt. 
The Lilies in fair liv'ries rob'd 
The Tyrian — 
2 


— — — 
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Their leaves are ſpun by Hand divine, 
Of toil they know no need, 


4 The Sparrows chirping on the boughs 
Attract his watchful Eve; 
He ſerves their food, and ſpreads their 
When thro” his arr they fly, [wings 


5 And will the RULER of the World 
Forget frail Reaſon's Wants, 
Who to mean Birds and ſpeechleſs herbs 
| Immenſe Profuſion grants? 


6 Do all theſe low unreas'ning tribes 
On Heav'i itill fix the eye? 
And ſhall diſtruſtful Man alone 


| Its gracious Care deny ? 


7 To Man its kind regards extend, wp 
| For him its hand provides; 
While it condutts o'er waves of time, 
His bark in ſafety rides, 
| | 8 What tho' thick miſts around thy path 
Awhile each proſpect hide, 
Not leſs is Love thy conſtant Guard, 
Or Providence thy Guide. - 


9 Tho” earthly Comforts ſlowly melt, 
| Or in an initant thaw ; 
'Tis impious e'en in thought t' impeach 
Kind Heav'n's unerring Law, 


3 
B 
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XII. The unwearied Care of GOD for his 
People. Mai, xl. 29—31. 


1 \ \ THY, Jacob, did that grating ſound 
Onde from thy lips proceed p 


That He, who rules the upper Worlds, 
Of Man takes little LE Pp 


2 How could that monſtrous thought be 
That Acts ſecreted lie [hatch'd, 
From his broad F.ye, whoſe ſlighteſt glance 
Pervades Immenſity ? | 


3 Who knows not that th' eternal GOD 
Who join'd Earth's utmoſt ends, 
No eve, beneath a load of cares 
His wearied Shoulder bends ? 


4 He faints not in the blaze of Day; 
Nor at Night's midnight hour 
Needs gentle ſleep around his Head 
Its balmy bleſſings pour, 


5 With might the feeble He inſpires, 
And cheers their drooping minds 
From Him the lifeleſs fainting Soul 
The new-born vigor finds. 


6 Amid the ſprightlieſt bloom of youth 
Man's Goodlineſs is frail ; 
Yea, when the cheek with Beauty glows 
The youthful Heart may fail, 


7 But thoſe, who on a GOD rely, 
In ſtrength ſhall hourly thrive, 
Till at a high angelic pitch 
Their tow'ring ſouls arrive, 


4 Th attendants on his upper Courts 
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8 To brighter Realms they ſoar aloft I 
As borne on Eagle's wings, | 
Still with unceaſing ardor pant 
To reach the KING OF KINGS, 


9 Unwearied in the paths of Grace 4 
Each cheerful Morn they run, 


Nor for the thorns that line the road 
Their duty ſeek to ſhun. 


10 With ſteady footſteps on they move 
Where Heav'n points out the way, 
Nor ſhall their Spirits faint or fail 
Throughout Life's toilſome Day. 


XIII. A View of Providence, or GOD's un- 
exhauſted Bounties, Plal. cxlv. 15. 


1 Her large muſt be thoſe upper ſprings f 
i 


That never yet ran dry, 
Tho? from their ſtreams unnumber'd 


Still meet a rich ſupply. | Worlds > 
2 Large crops each ſeaſon ſure muſt wave | 
O'er the celeſtial Field ; 


To human and angelic bands 4 
They rich profuſion yield. 


g Each eye intently looks to Him 
Whoſe higheſt Name is, GOOD ; 
Who from his wide all-bounteous Hand 
Serves up to each his food, 


Still on his. Smile depend ; 


N 


7 
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New Raptures on each glad' ning beam 
Full on their heads deſcend, 


5 The countleſs Tenants of our Globe 
His plenteous Bounty fills, 
And hunger's craving reſtleſs voice 
From day to day he {tills, 


6 Man at his royal Table feeds 
Who each repaſt provides; 
And ev'ry ſtream that ſweetens life 
Thro' his wide Channel glides, 


7 The feather'd Choirs in tuneful notes 
Chaunt loud their num'rous wants; 
He knows the warbling ſongſters' wiſh, 
Their ſuits all-cheerful grants, 


8 Nor unforgotten are the Tribes 
That round the Foreſt howl ; 
He knows what language they pronounce 
When for the prey they growl, 


9 The Claſſes chain'd beneath the Flood 
Their needs can barely ſpell, 
And yet they hourly find ſupplies 
Of wants they cannot tell, 


10 Th' unnat'ral Oſtrich leaves her Young, 
The charge devolves on GOD; 
His wing o'erſpreads the orphan brood 
Till meet to fly abroad, 


— —_ 
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XIV. The Creatures invited to praiſe their 
Maker, Pſal. cxlviii. 2. g, 7, 8, 9, 10. 


1 E Hoſts above, deep-vers'd in Song, 
Begin JEHOVAH's praiſe, 
And all the Univerſe ſhall join 
Their humble grateful Lays. 


2 Thou radiant Sun, whoſe dazzling look 
Thy MAKER ſpeaks divine, 
Tell loud his Glories in thy tour, 
And in his Splendors ſhine, 


3 Thou Queen of Night, from ſlumbers 
Heav'n's clouded roof aſcend, | wake, 
And while thou journey'ſt thro” the ſkics 
To loftieſt notes attend. 


4 Ye nightly Spies, that conſtant gaze 
On Man's dark midnight way ; 
And uncourageous fly the field 
At ſight of diſtant day : 


5 Trim well your Lamps, and pour freſh 
In Boſom of the Night; [Rays 
Proclaim his Pow'r, whoſe waſteleſs oil 
Feeds your faint trembling light. 


6 Ye Dwellers mid the tuneful Grove, 
Sing ſweet in quiv'ring ſtrain ; 
And let the ſhady arbors round 
Your echoing notes retain, 


7 Ye Tenants of the flowry Mead 
That o'er wide paſtures low, 
Join in loud concert to the GOD 
Who bids that herbage grow, 
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* 8 Ye Lions, roar aloud his Praiſe 
Who to your howl 4 855 car, 

Thro' all the thickets found his fame 
That Foreſts wide may hear, 


9 Ye ſcaly Nations, as you ſwim 
Along the Indian ſhore, 
— Proclaim our GOD to darken'd Tribes 
Who ſtarry Holts adore. 


10 Ye reptile Crowds that crawl along 
His ſov'reign Pow'r declare, 
Who for your puny atom tribes 
Shews ſtill peculiar care. 


ö 11 Praiſc Him, ye hoarſe rebellious Waves, 
That foam with rage around, 
Who forms your rough tremendous voice 
To raiſe th' affrighting ſound, 


12 Ye lawleſs Winds, that from your jaws 
Oft throw the reins aſide, 
Praiſe Him with bluſt'ring noiſe, who 
a Upon your Wings to ride. [ deigns 
| 13 Ye Lightnings, glance along the air, 
Extend }EHOVAH's fame; 
And let the Thunders, as they roll, 
Still dwell upon his Name, 


14 Thou Earth, whoſe Boſom for Man's 
Heaves the deep-utter'd groan, | Guilt 
With mournful notes his Glorics raiſe 
In that diſmaying tone, 
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XV. GOD glorious in the Viciſſitudes of the 
Seaſons, Pal, cxlvii. 16—18, 


1 () | How capacious is that Hand 
The hoary froſt that ſows ! 
Which thro? its fingers brews the Rain, 
And ſcatters wide the Snows ! 


2 How great that GOD, who claps his lock 
Far on the Northern wave ! 
Beneath ſtrong Doors can bolt them down 
When lawleſs Billows rave ! 


3 The lengthen'd furrows o'er the plain 
In icy chains He binds; 
The brook arreſted in its courſe 
No more its path-way finds, 


4 The bright-hued Snow 1s ting'd above 
In Clouds of blackeſt dye ; 
That darkſome fleece thoſe carpets yields 


Which o'er the mountains he, 


6 In yonder Sky He ſets his forge, 
And rounded Hail-ſtones forms; 
And when thoſe Magazines are full, 
He tunes impetuous Storms. 


d If to the frozen North he call, 
And priſon'd Winds unfold, 

Who dares to meet the roaring blaſt ? 
Or ſtand before his cold ? 

7 Behold the Mountain's brow all o'er 
With cryſtal fringes clad ; 

And all the Shrubs, of leaves diſpoil'd, 
Around with powd'rings ſpread, 
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S He breathes, and o'er the furrow'd plain 
The chains aſunder cleave ; 
He bares the ſurface of the deep, 
And frees the bolted wave, 


9 He breathes, and lo! dead Nature lives, 
And wears a ſmiling hue; 
Nou from the wardrobe of her GOD 
Begins to dreſs anew, 


| XVI. GOD's Delight to communicate Goods 
| neſs, or Judgment tis ſtrange Work, 
Pal. xxx. 5. 


1 O ſummon into happy Life 
Is the Delight of GOD, 
And then from his almighty Hand 
With copious favors load, 


wit From Him high uncomputed Bliſs 
| Thro' plenteous Channels ſtreams g 
Yet ſtill around his radiant Throne 
The ſtronger Glory beams, 


Mid” pureſt Tranſports He creates, 
With Joy his Offspring clothes; 
To {trip them of their borrow'd Bliſs 
Th' eternal GODHEAD lothes. 


To view the Creatures of his Love 
S Exulting in his Might, 

Is ſure to Heav'n's exalted KING 
The moſt delightful Sight, 


ow well it ſuits a DEITY 
To bid his Goodneſs flow ! 
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And make thoſe Beings bleſt with Life 
His Godlike Love to know ! 


6 In Boſom of Omnipotence 
Tranſcendant Raptures riſe, 
While Myriads of adoring Worlds 
His piercing Eye deſcries. 


But Oh! when Juſtice mult have place, 
And Mercy's rule ſuſpend, 

If for the honor of his en 
He needs his Bow to bend; 


8 How loth to fit it to the ſtrings ! 

Slow, flow his Arrows fly ; 
And oft, before they reach the Mark, 
Divine Reſentments die, 


| 


9 Nay when He lifts the chaſt'ning ſcourge, 
The Patient well may ſay, 
&« He's unaccuſtom'd to the work, 


| 40 And wiſhes to delay.“ 


10 The needful Judgment to diſpenſe 
Is his ſtrange Act confeſt; 
A moment, and his wrath is o'er;— 


In Bleſling ever bleſt. 


| XVII. The Patience and Mercy of GOD 
towards the Wicked, Hab. i. 13—15. 


1 HP! can a Sin-abhorring GOD 
Iniquity behold ? 
And like unmov'd Spettator feem 
When Vice is grown {o bold ? 


= 
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s Can Truth eternel {ce deceit 
Her double viſage wear ? 

i And hollow-hearted trezch'rous Man 
The maſk of Friendſhip bear ? 


| 8g How can ſtrit Juſtice hold its Tongue 
And wrapt in ſilence land, 
„When bold Invaders of its Rights 

Are joining hand in hand 


Can thus thy Arm of Vengeance hang 
| Unſtretched by thy ſide, 
When impious crowds, to tear the Juſt, 
Their mouths are op'ning wide ? 


Oft lawleſs Pow'r decides the ſtrife ; 
The weaker feed the ſtrong ; 

Like as the Monſters of the deep 
The finny tribes among, 


As reptiles oft devour their mates, 
Man ſwallows down his Kind : 

The eords of Right, by Thee ordain'd, 
Thy Rebels do not bind, 


How well they bait the treach'rous hook, 
And lily ſet their gin! 

Impaticnt till the net incloſe 
Their human prey within. 


'Tis Mercy's day, clic Juſtice' Hand 
Would not its Blow reſtrain ; 

Omniſcience ſ{e2s their End approach, 

And counts their projects vain. 
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9 Each cauſeleſs groan will ſoon be paid 
Full twice ten thouſand fold; 
When all the Juſt are rapt in Bliſs 

By human Tongues untold, 


XVIII. The Inſcrutableneſs of GOD's 
Judgments. Pſal. xcvii. 2. 


1 1 no repining Thought ariſe 
| If Vice all-proſp'rous bloom, 
Tho' Virtue for a ſeaſon dwell 
Bencath the priſon'd gloom. 


2 Pronounce not on the Ways of Hœav'n, 
Nor tax its deep-laid plan: 
It far tranſcends a mortal's {kill 
Thoſe awful Schemes to ſcan, 


3 Oft Darkneſs veils JEHOVAH's Throne, 
His Steps are wrapt in ſhade; 
On his Procedure here below 
Impervious miſts are ſpread, 


4 Oft while the Juſt in Dungeons pine 
He ſeems not to draw nigh ; 
And while bold foes inſult his Crown, 
He ſtands regardleſs by, | 


5 While Juſtice weighs their diff 'rent fates 

It holds an even ſcale ; | 

Yet ſeems alike to friends and foes 
Theſe croſs events to deal, 


6 Of temp'ral good the impious throng 
Have oft the largeſt ſhare, 
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While to the Few by Heav'n approy'd 
Their portion is but ſpare. 


7 Dare not miſconſtrue then, frail Man, 
Where Reaſon's line may fail; 
Be patient till th Day of GOD 
Diſcuſs the went Appeal. 


8 That hour a bright meridian Beam 
Each cloudy ſcene ſhall light, 
And ſnatch the dark events of time 
| From mid-{urrounding Night. 


} 9 Soon will the providential Chain 
Its various links unfold ; 
Then of its ſeeming ravel d Acts 
| The Cauſes will be told, 


to Then Wiſdom ſhall in Triumph march, 
Mey And her full charms diſplay ; 
All Heav'n her Luſtre ſhall adinire 
In that deciſive Day. 


XIX. On the ſame Subject. 


N Darkneſs oft our GOD reſides, 
Amid thick Clouds He dwells; 
[The Whirlwind's dreadful voice at times 
fate Of his Approaches tells. 


Still Juſtice his Pavilion round, 
Has ever awful ſhone, 
and Judgment's deep perpetual keeps 
ö 11 Pi lars of his Throne. F 
8 1 D 2 
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3 His Goings forth have been of old, 
While Mercy pav'd his Road ; 
Bright Truth adorn'd his radiant Train, 
And ſpread his Fame abroad. 


4 To trace the Footiteps of a GOD 
In vain we Mortals try, , 
Till Doomſday hight his ſecret Paths, 
And bid theſe ſhadows fly. 54 


5 Then may we find why oft his Yoke 
The patient ſhoulder galls, 
And why ſo oft around the Juſt ; 
The bolt of Thunder falls, 3 


6 Then Vice ſhall ceaſe its Triumphs bold, 
And Equity prevail; 


Nor from among the Sons of Men 1.4 
Shall Truth or Judgment fail. 
7 Then ſhall the Providential Scheme 1 
In brighteſt Luſtre ſhine ; f 
Time's darkeſt Acts, to grace that Day, 55 


Shall in one Blaze combine. 


8 'Tis but a ſide-view of this Plan 

Frail Worms can now behold, 1 
Till Secrets hid from Angels' ken a 6 T 
Its teeming Womb unfold. [ 


9 No more th' Oppreſſor's ſharpen'd Rod 

The harmleſs Head ſhall ſmite ; 

Nor injur'd Virtue want a Friend 
Her Inſults to requite, 
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XX. GOb's Guidance of Iſrael, and De- 
ſtruction of their Enemies, Plal, cxiv. 5. 


1 VV thus affrights the Memphian 
Sea 


7 
And turns its Stream aſide p 
What makes its waters thus to flee, 
And wave o'er wave to ride? 


2 Behold her wat'ry Boſom rends, 
The Channels riſe to view ? 
And all the Monſters of the Deep 
A ſtrange appearance ſhew, 


g No wonder Ocean's Bed ſhould ſtart 
At ſuch alarming fight ; 
On yonder cloud the HIGHEST. ſits 
Array'd in Robes of Light, 


4 On Iſrael's Tribes He darts around 
Unſufferable Day, 
From his Pavilion on their Foes 


Black Midnight horrors play. 


3 5; Along the aye 64g Wave 

lle deigns the Lamp to bear; 

He guides his People thro' the Deep, 
And huſhes ev'ry fear. 


6 The liquid Mountains on each hand 
| Hedge in the wondrous road 
Beneath ſuch walls 'twas good to move 


Behind their Leader GOD, 


7 Aw'd by an Eye from yonder Throne 
The Waves obedient ſtand, 
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| Soon as on high the Signal ſhows, 
| They turn at his Command, 


8 How quick they in his Quarrel riſe ! 
On Pagan hoſts they run ; 
In vain the haughty Monarch {trives 
A watry grave to ſhun, 


9 No Angel needs to brandiſh high 
The glitt'ring Spear of Death ; 
In deepeſt rage the Waters roll, 
And cloſe their flitting Breath, 


10 How great that GOD who reins the 
No ſhelter but his Wing : gas 

No Inle& crawls, but at his No 
Can ſwift Deſtruction bring. 


XXI. The Delivery of the Law on Mount 
Sinai. Exod, xix. 18, 19. 


1 O! Earth all o'er convulſive ſhakes, 
Her trembling boſom throbs ; 
Theſe ſtartlings ſhew her deep affright, 
The heaving Mountain ſobs. 


2 The talleſt cliffs now nod their heads, 
The humbler ſummits bow 

While ſpreading Rocks aſtoniſh'd quake 

Thro' all the vales below. 


g How juſt, when Heav'n throws wide its 
To let our GOD deſcend! [ Doo 
Who mid{t unfathom'd Glorics thron'd 
Yet earthward ſeems to tend, 
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4 The rattling Thunders tune their Voice, 


; And roar his praiſe aloud ; 
: The forked Lightnings glance full bright 


| From mid the burſting cloud, 


5 While godlike ſplendors beam too ſtrong 
For human fight to view, 
He with thick darkneſs veil'd his Throne, 
And all its Curtains drew. 


6 The Trump his Errand now proclaims, 
Heav*n's Hoſt attends around; 
He ſpeaks —Hell's deepeſt caverns hear, 
And at his Word n; 


7 Myriads beneath the fiery Mount 
In penſive cluſters ſtand; 
Each trembling Soul in ſilence waits 


JEHOVAH's high Command, 


8 Increaſing Terrors of a GOD 
Their panic Boſoms fill, | 
While louder and ſtill louder Notes 
Pour forth th' enormous Peal, 


9 If Nature's Pulſe once beat ſo ſtrong 
When Heav'n proclaim'd its Law, 
The Glories of the laſt great Day 
What mortal Pen can drew ? 


10 O may I now with Awe receive 
Theſe mandates of the Sky, 
That, when Earth's moulder'd Fabric 
My Soul may mount on high, | ſinks, 
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XXII, The Mercier of GOD to Mankind. 1 


Lak "9; 
URRGUNDING Heav'ns, to Silence 
Attend a ſpeaking GOD, [ huſh, 


Who from fair Zion's tow'ring heights, 
Now pours his Voice abroad, 


© 2 Earth too, regard the awful Charge, 
Let all thy Vales reſound, 
And, when thy Deeds of Shame are told, 10 
Let Grief unfeign'd abound, 


3 1, Nature's Parent, rais'd yon Race 
With kind indulgent care, 
Nor did I on their various Tribes 
Heav*n's choiceſt Bleſſings ſpare, 


4 Long on the breaſts of Mercy fed, 
And in its arms embrac'd, 
I daily ſtill'd their new-born ſighs, : 
And huſh'd their fears to reſt, 


5 Mine Eye unmoving ſtood their Guard, . 1 
And look'd all harms aſide; 
Beneath my warm wide-ſpreading Wing Ar 


Their Hearts did fafe abide. 1 

6 If with the gath'ring ſtorm appal'd © My 
They rais'd a feeble cry, 7 
E'er from the Ups the wiſh eſcap 4 The 

I ſav'd them from on high. = 


Each moment poſting o'er their heads, ) Ho 
Can itill freſh boons atteſt ; 

And ſtill my Storchouſe open ſtands 

To yield them what is beſt, 
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8 Day's glorious _— high-fill'd with oil, 
] 


* * ; 
| 


For their behoof I light; 
To guide their ſteps, o'er Heav'ns broad 
I kindle Fires of Night, [ hearth 


' F 9 I fitted Earth at vaſt expence 
To be their tranſient home, 

Till train'd to join the glorious Hoſts 
In Heav'n's eternal Dome. 


10 To ſhare with me unending Joys 
* I form'd immortal Man, 
To taſte the Bliſs laid up above 
E'er Time its courſe began. 


— — — . — — — 


THE FALL OF MAN. 
XXIII. Men's Ingratitude to GOD. 


Hai. 1. 8. 


1 B Ah ingrate ! the favor'd Race 
Againſt me lift the heel; 
And for the Mercies ceaſcleſs pour'd 
No kind emotions feel. 


My Cords of Love in vain with-hold, 
They cut theſe gentle Bands; 

Their necks refuſe my eaſy Yoke, 
They ſpurn my mild commands, 


How oft I ſeek to win their Hearts! 
Yet feel their Boſoms cold ; 
Tho? to all elſe their op'ning minds 
Their various Pow'rs unfold. 


ing 
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4 They cautious ſhun the Path I mark, 
From my Embraces fly ; 
Diſdain the Promiſe of a GOD, 
And all my Threats defy. 


5 Yet ſtill unfluſh'd with conſcious Shame, 
Their brows how high they bear ! 
And headlong down the ſteep of Vice 
They ruſh with mad career, 


6 The lowing Ox that chews the Cud 
His Owner watchful heeds ; 
The dulleſt of that brutal herd 
Will lick the hand that feeds, 


7 The Aſs that knows his Maſter's Crib, 
And o'er the Fodder brays, 
Content his daily pittance takes, 
Nor from the manger ſtrays, 


8 While Men, that roſe beneath my Hand, 
Their QWNER do not know; 
Nor to the Fountain of their Breath 
Does grateful Homage flow. 


Allegiance due to Heav'n's bright Crown 
With hands uplifted ſworn, 

Yet that to yield, with daring look 
Behold ! proud Mortals ſcorn, 


10 Becauſe I plunge them not in Woe 
They whiſper “ There's no 60D; 
Since Judgment ſleeps, how oft they 
Their impious Scofts abroad, [pour 
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11 Great GOD, we own the dreadful charge, 

And guilty guilty plead ; F 

But Oh! for JESUS?” ſake forgive, 
Who ſuffer'd in our ſtead, 


XXIV. The Corruption and Miſery of Man, 
Eccl. vii. 29. 


1 1 Guilt with reſtleſs din 
Man's Breaſt acutely ſtings; 

The bubbling of its poiſon'd Source 
Freſh pangs of Horror brings, 


2 Beneath a bright tranſparent Sky 

Once his glad hours did glide ; 

Till from his GOD in fatal Hour 
His footſteps turn'd aſide. 


3 Since palc-hued Dread, and ſad'ning 

In human Boſoms brood ; [ Grief 

And thouſand ills of various forms 
Beſet Life's toilſome Road, 


4 Peace fledg'd her Wings that cheerleſs 
Morn, | 
And from our World took flight ; 
Uneaſy murmurs ſciz'd her place, 


And uſher'd hopeleſs Night. 


5 FE'er ſince poor Man, or ſoon or late 
Within dire Toſſings feels; 
While hoiſted on Guilt's roaring Surge 
From wave to wave he reels, 


Tho? for an inſtant Clouds ſubſide, 
And Hope's bright Rays ſurvene 3 
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Few Suns will rife e'er recent Crimes 
Will blat the brighten'd Scene, 


From Lake of Senſe perpetual miſts 
O'er Reaſon's Sky ariſe ; 
And from Hell's wide infernal Gulph 
The i{tcam ſtill upward flies. 


8 How ſharp the Pangs Remorſe creates 
In ſpite all Arts we try! 
Dread Tortures rack the Monarch's breaſt 
While all his Guards ſtand by, 


9 Strong-ſcented Cordials Art prepares | 
To eaſe the growing pain, 7 
Alas! the Patient ſtill complains, 

6 Theſe remedies are vain,” 


10 To cheer this ſad unpleaſant hour 


Mirth oft her taper lights, 0 

But Oh ! its melancholy ray . 
The ſcene but more beniglits. u 
| -- 4 
11 At times Man tries Remorle to bribe, us: 
For years belicves it done; | I 

But ſtill the Throes redoubled riſe | 

When Life's dark ſhades are gone, 70 
| O 
12 Tis then the Monſter all enrag'd Mer 
Full on his Vitals preys ; w 


A. black Deſpair wide hov'ring round 
His lateſt Hope betrays, 
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XXV. IWeeping over the World lying in 
IWickedneſs. Pſal, cxix. 136. 


'C EHOLD this low benighted World 
Hung round with fights of Woe ; 
No Wonder, if unbidden Tears 
q From ev'ry Eye-lid flow. 


2 See Him, whom Hoſts on high adore, 

By puny Worms forgot ; 

Who mind not that his awful Doom 
Decides their endleſs Lot, 


That Name, on which the Seraph dwells, 
Sec them each hour prophane ; 

Their ſtiffen'd Kues in pray 'r to bend 
They ſcornfully dildain, 


JESUS, dear JESUS! how IIc's mock'd! 
Behold afreſh his Wounds : 

'Gaintt Him with horrid Blalphemies 
Ihe ſadden'd Air relounds, 

The human Nature clad in ſhame 
O!] weep in plaintive tone: 

While Reaſon ſuffers groſs abuſe 
Degraded from her Throne. 


GOD's World at high expence maintain'd 
Is Stage for acting ill; 

Men ev*ry room of this wide houſe 
With groſs Diſorders fill. F 


d See wretched Mortals fearleſs tread 


On Hell's deceitful brink, 
. EV 
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Tho' mid the dread infernal Waves 
Va!t numbers hourly fink, 


8 More diſmal (till that Thouſands round 
The Scene with Coldneſs view; | 
Tho' Sights like theſe from that BLEST 
The briny currents drew, [ Eye 1 


9 Ye Friends of Heav'n, ſow thick in tears, 
And ſoon your Sced ſhall ſpring, 
Which to your Arms full ſheaves of Joy 
Shall in due ſeaſon bring, 


10 With dewy Eyes behold theſe Wrongs, 
Theſe num'rous Deeds bemoan : 
Soon will your cheeks be wiped dry, 
When Time's few Hours are gone, 


XXVI. The Vanity and Folly of human Life, 
Eecl. xt. 8. 


1 147 Riſques attend the Race of 
Ills hover o'er each ſtage; Life! 

Toys walte Man's Youth, and Cares his 
Pains ſeize his hoary Age. (Prime, 4 


2 When firſt he mounts Life's wheeling car, 
Full faſt awhile he drives ; 9 V. 
High-fluſh'd with Hope, of fancied Bliſs | 
To reach the Goal he ſtrives, V“. 


3 Regardleſs of the royal Path 
Hedg'd in by Heav'n's Command, 
He leaps it o'er, and eager flies 


O'er Pleaſure's fairy Land, 
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| 


, . 


4 Oft ſmiling at the ſacred Page 
That counts Earth's Baubles vain, 
That ſtamps rank Folly on its Joys, 
On its beſt Bleſſings, Pain. 


5 But ſoon Himſelf the Truth atteſts, 


For Pleaſure meets a croſs ; 
Ore on forbidden Ground pick'd up 
Tho” glitt'ring melts to droſs. 


6 O! while the Cheek glows warm with 
Youth, 
Mark well the lurking Snare; 
A thouſand objects may 83 
E'en when they look moſt fair. 


7 Think not of Joys unmixt to taſte 
| Where Vice and Folly rove ; 
„Delights all pure 25 the ſteps 


Of Wiſdom and of Love. 
8 Mind well that hoary Hairs may grow 
>) In no much-wiſh'd for time, 
And take their color from the Life 
by | Thou lead'ſt in this thy Prime. 
ar, 9 Yes, think, that when Time's Scenes are 
Eternity ſucceeds, fled, 
ls Which ſings or howls, as now thy Youth . 


Life's great Tranſaction heeds, 
E 2 
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| XXVII. Men honoured above Angels. . 
Heb. 11. 16. 


| 1 HEN human an: 1 angehc Frames 
| W 


Were wreck'd on yonder Shore, 
And Billows of eternal Wrath 
Approa ch'd with hideous Roar; + 


2 IM MANUEL from his rad:ant Throne 
Beheld with piteous Eye, 
And from th' unmcaſur'd Eminence 
To reſcue them drew nigh. 


— 


3 Angelic Armies in ſuſpenſe 

| But guels'd his high Intent; 

To dive in queſt of Hcav'n's lolt Gems 
| They hop'd his Courſe was bent, 


4 What wonder roſe when thoſe bright ſtars 
He paſt unheeded by, 
And yet to ſnatch Men's ſhipwreck: d 


On wide- pread Wing did fly ! [ Souls 2 
s To waft theſe Objects of his Love | 
To Safety's diſtant Land, 


Of Ruin's hery [Welling Flood 
Himſelf the Shock mult ſtand. 


6, Not in all Nature grows that Tree 
From whence the Plank to ſhape, 2 
On which from black Perdition's Wavfe 
Immortal Souls may leap. 


7 What joy poſſeſs'd the Seraph's Breaſt | 
To hear LM ANUEL ſay, J 


REDEMPTION,  __ 


d. That He to ſave theſe human Waifs 
The glorious Plan would lay. 
8 O! whence could ſpring that Love divine 
Which flam'd fo wondrous high, 
When He 2 m_ for Worms of 


And let loft Angels lie ? [ Earth, 


+ - 9 In ſcales of true intrinſic Worth 
Their Natures weightie!t prove : 
Not ſo He weigh'd ;—but hung the beam 
Of pure, of ſov'reign Love. 


10 O Man! O Man! high-prized Man! 
That wondrous Hour review; | 
Z To Him that ſav'd our worthleſs Race, 
| Say, what from thee is due. | 
| 11 Sure 'tis unmeet ſuch matchleſs Grace 
Should be repaid with Scorn : 


See Angels caſt, and JESUS deign 
To be of Woman born, 


XXVIII. Redemption an * of Wonder 


and Praiſe to the Angels, and an Af of ſtu- 
pendous Mercy, Luke ii. 13. 


1 ESSIAH's Errand to our World 
How worthy of a GOD ! 

7 To lift us from the brink of Woe 

'L He pav'd the downward Road, 


2 Altho' bright Ranks in Paradiſe 
e Saw penſive his Deſcent, 
As if to drown a guilty World 
He had been thither ſent, 

E 3 


| — To deal Deſtruction's mighty Blow 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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g They fear'd that from Creation's Map 


He meant this Earth to blot, 
- Beneath a Deluge of his Wrath 
To whelm the puny ſpot. 


4 But Oh! what joyous ſparkling Beams 
; 


Soon darted from cach Eye, 


When bid to tune their golden Harps, 


And ting Salvation high! 


How far from his Intent ! 


To ſnatch from black Perdition's Jaws 


His Soul was ceaſcleſs bent, 


6 All thy bleſt Acts, O JESUS, prove 


Thou cam'!t not to deſtroy ; 


To ſprinkle Mercy's ſhow'rs around 


Is thy belov'd Employ, 


7 Whoc'er beheld the Lightning's glare 


Once at thy bidding fly ? 


Not when Attendants warm with Zeal 


For Vengeance loudly cry. 


8 Not all Men's outrages heap'd up 
Did once thy Wrath provoke ; 


No day perceiv'd thy Sword unſheath'd 


To deal the vengeful Stroke, 


g When did thy trembling Foes expire 


Beneath thy ſmiting Hand, 


Tho! oft thy bleſſed Footiteps trod 


Amid th' intulting Band? 


d- 


o 
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[ XXIX. Redemption by Chriſt, or the Day- 


fring from on high viſiting a 9 
World, Luke 1. 78. 


1 I grateful Strains that GOD adore 
Who wakes the Star of Day, 

& To ſhew to our benighted World 

* The Sun's approaching Ray, 


2 How cheerleſs were perpetual Night 
With all its mantling Gloom ! 
If ſtill in black theſe Skies were hung : 
Above Earth's duſky Room, 


g But {till far darker hangings drew 
The human Mind around, 

When ober its midnight- color d face 
Not one bright Beam was found. 


4 But tongues of Men will ſound too low 
To utter half his TON 
Who over Beth'lem, fam'd of old. 
The MORNING STAR did raiſe, 
s Aloft on ſwelling Surges pois'd 
How fearleſs Man did roll! 
| What Rocks of Ruin ſpread around 
ma i To daſh th' immortal Soul ! 
6 Till this great Light all Godlike roſe, 
I No friendly ray appear'd ; 


Thick Darkneſs clad the moral World $ 
This SUN the Gloom has cheer'd, 


This lights thro” Life's tempeſtous Sea 
To yon calm peaceful Shore; 


1 
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Where happy crowds all joyous ſtand, . '? 
Nor dread theſe Hazards more, | 


8 Had JESUS to thoſe upper Worlds | 

His cheering Rays confin'd, | 
Then whither bound, or where to land, 

Had pos'd each human Mind, 


XXX. Redemption by the Blood of Chriſt, 
Rev. 1. 5. 


1 M* Soul in grateful Lays extol | 
That boundleſs Source of Love, 
Which emptying long, yet brim-ful (till 
To endleſs Years ſhall prove, 


2 His Praiſe reſound, whoſe pitying Eye 
Deſcry'd our ſinking Race, 
Deep plung'd in Guilt, Deſpair and Shame, 
And bought an Att of Grace, 


g Far in his ſide the Sluice was cut 
To vent the Page Flood ; 
When nought beſides could purge our , 
He waſh'd them in his Blood, { Stains 


4 Behind the chariot-wheels of Senſe 
He ſaw bright Reaſon chain'd, ; 
All mangled o'er with gaſhing Wounds, ＋T. 
With blackeſt Spots diſtain'd: 


5 He put th' uſurping Foe to flight, Ar 
And robb'd him of his Prey; ] 


Bade Reaſon re-aſcend her Throne, 
And bear her ancient Sway. 
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! 6 Men from the Altars of their GOD ' 
| Were doom'd to juſt Exile, | 

| Till He around their guilty Heads 
Diffus'd the hallowing Oil. 


7 Within the Regiſter of Life 

| Our Names could not be found; 

* Now in Life's Bundle his bleſt Hand 
| Our Souls has ſtrongly bound, 


8 O Love immenſe, without a Name! 

/ A Sea without a Shore ! 

| My Thoughts plunge deep in that Abyſs 
L While o'er its Streams I ſoar, 


9 O rapt'rous Theme! Heav'n's ſweeteſt 
All Nature ſound his Praile, [Song 
Ye upper Worlds, with all your Holt, * 
me, 1 MESSIAH's Glories raiſe. 


XXXI. The Name of JESUS Bleſſed. 


K Plal, Ix ii. 17. 
' 1 JESUS, the bleſt eternal Name, 
tains With which Heav'n's Concave rings, 


Whoſe ev'ry mention to 1ts Holts 
© Ecſtatic Rapture brings. 


ds, & Tranſporting View ! when ſhall I dwell 
On that dear joyous Sound 7 

And Earth's ten thouſand thouſand 52 

Re- echo it around ? { Tongues 


High godlike Deeds ſhall waft his Fame 
Thro' ali:farrounding Sktes, ** © 


* 


— — 
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Untarniſh'd by the Lapſe of Time, | 
When ſick'ning Nature dies, 


4 The Sun ſhall of his Circuit tire, 
His Blaze thro” age decay ; 
His Viſage ſhall grow hoary-hued, 
And ſhed wan-color'd Day. 1 


5 The Moon c'er long ſhall niggard prove F 

Of her clear ſilver beams, 14 

And with a ſparing hand pour forth 
Her borrow'd midnight ſtreams, 


6 Then Crowns of amaranthine hue | 
Shall JESUS” Brow adorn, 8 
Whence Luſtre unconceiv'd ſhall dart 
To dim Time's brighteſt Morn. þ 


7 From his wide ever-teeming Stores 
The Bleſſing ſhall deſcend ; 
And Nations yet in Time's dark Womb 
Low at his Footſtool bend, 


8 Far diſtant Kings from Earth redeem'd, 
To Him their Vows ſhall pay ; 
And hold their Sceptres of his Hand, = J 
Their everlaſting STAY, 


9 While the bleſt Name, by Heav'n ador'd, 
Their Songs of Praiſe ſhall ſwell, 
Eternity, thro' all its rounds, 
Shall his full Glories tell, 


10 O may his Fame this Earth ſurround, 
| Let Men with one Accord 

From Age to Age, in loftieſt Strains, w 

Extol th' incarnate WORD, ( 
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XXXII. OOD weighs the Fates of Man- 
kind, or Mercy rejoicing againſt Judgment. 


Hat. xxvi. 7. James ii. 13. 


1 Thou, who with impartial Hand 
Weigh'ſt Man's depending Fate, 
And in the twinkling of an Eye 
Decid'it his changeleſs State; 


e I dread to ſee thy Beam hung up, 
And Worlds call'd in to view, 
That Thou to countleſs Myriads round 
May yield their rightful due, 


- & When try'd *gainſt Weights, by Juſtice 
My Soul will prove too light, (ſtampt, 
þ If in the Balance counterpois'd 


With ſtrict eternal Right. 


| 4 Let ſmiling Mercy ſtretch its Arm, 
And hold theſe even Scales; 
Still throwing 1n the other Grain 
When on my fide it fails, 


5 Let not ſtrict Juſtice interfere ; 
May Pity judge the Caule ; 
And ſoften by its gracious Doom 
d, Heav'n's unabating Laws. 


Yea, rather Thou, Man's warmeſt Friend, 
Thou, JESUS, deign t'attend ; 
And, when that Hour of Trial ſtrikes, 


or an expected End. 


When in the Sight of yonder JUDGE 
Our wanting Race was. weigh'd, 


ES; 
14 


||| 
il 


'x 
|| 


— 


48 REDEMPTION. 


Thou threw*'ſt thyſelf into the Scales 
Which all Defetts ſupplicd. 


8 Thou meted{t out Heav*n's full Demands 
From Meaſures running o'er, 
And from that Storchouſe near thy Heart 
The needful Stream didſt pour, 


9 What locks in me, (Ah! all is lacks) 
Almighty FRIEND, ſupply ; 
Since ri, htful Claims are all paid off, 
Forbid me, LORD, to die. 


10 Each Boſom but thy own prov'd cold 
When Man a C aptive lay; 

None but Thyſelf had Heart or Hand 
His Ranſom-price to pay. 


11 Wean'd from all elſe, to Thee I fly, 
O firetch thy ſhelt'ring Wing: 
And let that Name, by all ador'd, 
to me Salvation bring, 


XXXIII. Tie everlaſting Love of Chriſt, 


Jer. XX Xl" Je 


MMANUEL's Love, the Seraph's 
Be ſtill my rapt'rous Theme, [| Song, 
With the celeſtial Choirs above 
I'll liſp the SAVIOUR's Name, 


2 But that wide Sea of endleſs Love 
No Depth of Thought can ſound ! ! 
Ah! who ſhall reach th' unbounded 
| Shore p 


Its vaſt Extent go round ? 


It 


3 lts warm Spring tide began to ſwell 

ES Long e'er Earth's Deep was ſwath'd ; 

Its Current ſmoothly onward flow'd 
E'er the Sun's Courſe was path'd, 


* 


4 E'cr infant Time had ſeen the Light, 
Or carlieſt breath had drawn, 
From Love's bleſt Source the warming 
On human kind did dawn, [Rays 


5 Long e'er the everlaſting Hills | 
Rear'd their proud Heads on high, 
He regiſter'd his Love to Man 
In Volumes of the Sky, 


+ 6 When in deep non-exiſtence? vale 
Our Race yet ſlumbring lay, 

He heedful watch'd our future fate 
TH' impending Doom to ſtay. 


7 Th' eternal Rolls will vouch his Love, 
And ſhew bright Lines of Grace, 
Drawn deep by his eternal Pen, 
E'er Nature ſhow'd her face. 


8 The Contract, ſeal'd by Blood divine, 
Bears for its Title LOVE; 
That Charter of Man's fair Eſtate 
Kept in the world above, 
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The counterpart in Page inſpir'd 
Breathes warm of Love divine; 

Its Characters on high engrav'd 

With heav'nly 28 ine. 
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10 No wonder, brighteſt Seraphs {toop | 
From their fair feats on high, 1 

Into this ſcheme with Love wrapt round 

With eager Eyes to pry, 


11 O! for ſeraphic warmth to reach 5 1 
Loud Anthems round his Throne, 
Who deign'd to leave th' angelic Song 4 
Our dcep-dy'd Guilt t'atone, 


„ 


SCRIPTURE CALLS TO REPEN. *©- 
TANCE, INVITATIONS AND PRO. 
MISES, i 


XXXIV. GOD not the Author of Man's *] 
Miſery, or Man's Deſtruction of Himſelf. | 


James i. 1. 80 
1 O! Mortals with unſlacken'd Pace 
To endleſs Ruin ſpeed ; * 
Yet oft to my divine Decree | 
Impute the horrid Deed ; | x 
2 Thus with an impious mouth they tax 


My mild eternal Sway ; | 
"The ruin of Immortal Souls 1” 
On me preſumptuous lay, * 


3 But Oh! how falſe that groundleſs charge 

Thoſe ſhining Ranks can tell, off 

Who on theſe everlaſting Hills 2 
Mid endleſs Raptures dwell, 
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4 They ſee my ſtrong unwearied Arms 
4 To claſp their Souls ſpread wide ; 
me But from my fond, my warm Embrace 
Blind Mortals turn aſide, 


5 Each Art that ſuits the Sons of Choice 
( On {ſtubborn Minds I try; 
8 Vet from the peaceful paths of Right 
In queſt of joys they fly. 


6 To clip their wings by its Decree 
Kind Heav'n abhors the fact, 
ä And warmly urges Pow'r divine 


O- To aid them into act. 


By Reaſon's early groſs abuſe 

| They ſtop their tardy flight; 
n's By trav'ling long the ways of III 
1 They cannot find the Right. 


8 Of human Woe then how unjuſt 
SN That Heav'n ſhould bear the blame! 


| Too late, alas! they own their fault 
When doom'd to endleſs Shame, 


XXV. GOD's Call to Sinners to repent, 
| Prov. viii. 4. 


* ELUDED Mortals, ſtop your Pace, 
Who from a Saviour turn; 
| Who {till his eaſy joyous Paths 
arge © With haſty footſteps ſhun, 


2 From Him who gave and holds thy breath 
How i impious thus to ray | 
Y F 2 
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And when He ſweetly thus upbraids, | 


How baſe to anſwer, nay ! 


Haſte Man, beneath his ſhelt'ring Wing 
Thy guilty Head to hide ; 

Then, when thou ſee'ſt diſſolving Worlds, 
Secure thou ſhalt abide, 


His Boſom, where the Seraph lies, 
For thankleſs Mortals glows ; 

What godlike Pity, yearning ſtrong, 
His tender Heart ſtill knows! 


Bent from his radiant Throne He calls, 
And muſt He ſue in vain ? 

Hell trembles at his diſtant Frown, 
Nor dares his Nod diſdain, 


He calls, who tunes the Thunder's voice, 
Whoſe Breath with equal caſe 

Can bid Creation's Pulſe beat high, 
Or at an Inſtant ceaſe. 


By ſofteſt Breathings thro' thy Soul 
He bids thy footſteps turn, 

Who could within thy tortur'd Breaſt 
Make Hell's black Horrors burn, 


Mid” fanning gales of Love divine 
Mercy's mild Accents flow ; 

Each Bleſſing cries aloud, “ Submit, 
„% And at his Foot ſtool bow.“ 


Soon will He call in louder Tone, 
And ſpeak thro' all the Soul; 
Dread Torrents of Almighty Wrath 
Around his Foes ſhall roll. 


1 * 
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XXXVI. The Sinner exhorted to give his 
Heart to GOD. Prov. xx111, 26. 


WII Thus along the gaudy Stream 
Of Pleaſure thoughtleſs glide ? 


Tho? joyful on its Wave thou float, 
Tis but a frothy Tide, 


2 To the unleſs'ning Spring of Life 


5 


dice, 
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Strive upward to aſcend; 
To an expoſtulating GOD 
With patient Ear attend. 


g Within thy Heart's cloſe-folding Doors 


Hung by his mighty Hand, 
Heav'n's glorious KING to pitch his Tent 
Has giv'n the high Command, 


Long at the Threſhold of thy Soul 
For entrance He has ſued ; 

By gentle Knocks oft touch'd its Gate, 
And gracious Calls renew'd, 


His Throne with circling Splendors 
Bears his Pavilion high ; { wreath'd 

Yet for that homely Lodge, thy Heart, 
How long He deigns to cry ! 


Low-bending on thy ſuppliant Knee 
This mean apartment yield ; 

Let JESUS there with princely Hand 
His righteous Sceptre wield, 


Condut thy bleſt incarnate GOD 
To this his lov'd Abode ; 
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Soon to fair Manſions in the Skies 
He'll mark thy ſhining Road, 


8 E'erlong He'll bid the cryſtal Ports 
Their golden Valves diſcloſe ; 
Then with his Flock in Life's fair Fold 
In peace ſhalt thou repoſe, q 


XXXVII. Expoſtulation with Sinners, and 


Invitation to 8 of the rich Bleſſings of 
the Goſpel, Iſai. Iv. 2. 


8 waſted thus your golden Hours 
In this low toilſome Chace ? 


1 
Since diſappointment marks each ſtep, 
Why ſtill purſue the Race ? 


2 On Pleaſure's ſmooth alluring Stream 
Your Bark triumphant fails ; 
Yet ſtill the Shore of true Content 
Your expettation fails. 


3 O why unbluſhing thus exchange 
Your Soul, your very all, 


For Joys, that like a Phantom fled, 
No Time will e'er recall? | 


4 Ye Fools, who pant the live-long Day 
For fome refreſhing Draught, 
Yet ne'er to this Spring-Head repair 
With cooling waters fraught, 


5 Thence Streams of Life perennial flow, 
Archangels drink their fill : 
« Hither, ye thirſty Souls draw nigh, 
« Come, whoſoever will.” 


- 
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6 Forlake the dying Springs of Time, 
Taſte Heav'n's all-cheering Wine; 
No more in mournful Tone complain, 
Nor mid” ſuch Plenty pine, 


q 7 Fear not to meet an empty Breaſt, 


Hence milky Currents glide, 
Which unexhauſted, undefil'd 
To endleſs Years abide: 


8 Eſſay to ſtretch thy wide Deſires, 


Give boundleſs Wiſhes ſcope, 
That GOD, who ſees them ſoaring high, 
Will far exceed thy hope, 


XXXVIII. Encouragement to believe in 


Chriſt, or Antidote againſt Deſpair. 
Pſal. xlii. 11, 


; 1 HY ſhould theſe riſing Fogs of 


Doubt 
Thy trembling Soul ſurround p 
Why are its warm and ſprightly Pow'rs 
In icy Fetters bound? 


2 Tho? Guilt with its long black-hued Train 


Waves round its tort'ring Laſh, 
And black Deſpair, from Hell eſcap'd, 


3 See Hope full bright with ſmiles advance 
To {weep theſe Miſts away, 
That Heav'n upon thy raptur'd fight 
May pour a flood of Day: 


| 
| 
' 
| Its inward Horrors flaſh ; 
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4 Kind Mercy darts a piteous Glance, 
And bids thy fears retire ; 
Strong beamings of Parental Love 
Freſh Light and Life inſpire, 


5 On thee his Bowels fondly yearn, 
He longs for thy Return, 
His Heart has room for countleſs worlds, 
There Love's pure Ardors burn. 


6 Dread not He'll ſpurn thee from his 
Or thine Embraces ſhun : [ Throne, 
Long has He woo'd thee to his Breaſt, 
Ah! whither ſhould'ſt thou run? 


7 Unworthy Thought, inſpu'd beneath, 
That Heav'n will not relent : 
Its Hoſts, how wakeful for thy Weal, 
All on Man's Errands ſent, 


8 Dear, dear He bought thy worthleſs heart, 
For it bore ſharpeſt Pain; 
Will He then thruſt it from his Arms, 
And ſhed his Blood in vain P 


XXXIX. Another on the ſame Subject. 
Matt. xi. 28, 


1 EBELLIOUS Mortals doom'd to 
Beneath Guilt's awful load, [ Woe 
Free Pardons come expreſs to Earth 
From your relenting GOD, 


2 Clear uP, ye gloomy downeaſt Brows, 
All c 


ouded o'er with Shame, 
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Th' Indemnity's proclaim'd aloud 
In the ETERNAL NAME. 


3 I, Nature's undiſputed HEIR, 
My Standard raiſe on high; 
And round a dark deſpairing world 
Bid peaceful Streamers fly, 


4 All you, whom reſtleſs Guilt purſues, 
And goads with direful Sting, 
To eaſe your ſmart, an heav'nly Balm 
Behold I downward bring, 


5 No more in Midnight's ſad'ning Ear 
Pour unavailing Plaint ; 
To ſooth your Griefs behold your GOD 
From Heav*n's high Palace ſent, 


6 Each Boſom pain'd with boding Fears, 
1 Each Heart with Horrors preſt, 
0 Throng round my Banners now unfurl'd, 


And find their long-ſought Reſt, 
7 11 pluck each rooted Sorrow up 


' From out the anxious Mind; 
Each bold diſturber of your Peace 
In captive chains I'll bind, 


—"Y 


U F 


, 8 Tho” countleſs Ills, each deeply grav'd 
q In crimfon letters ſtand, 

8 And tho' upon your guilty Front 
1 You wear a Traitor's Brand; 


g One daſh of my eternal Pen 
5 The dreadful ſcore ſhall clear; 
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Thoſe Cheeks beſmear'd with Tears and 
Shame | | 
Heav'n's brighter Mark ſhall wear, | 
10 Believe and bury all diſtruſt ; 
| Behold your day of Grace, 
Now let the Miſts of black Deſpair 
To brighter Skies give place, 


XL. The Saviour's Invitation. 
John vi. 37. 


1 HY does the pious Purpoſe hang 
| Suſpended in the Mind 7? 
Why theſe Reſolves to ſerve your GOD 
Still ſcatter'd by the Wind? 


2 Why ſhould you dread to meet Repulſe 
| When back to me you turn? 

A Sinner proſtrate at my feet 

Il know not how to ſpurn. 


3 Hell cannot ſhew one tortur'd Wretch 
Who met my cold diſdain, 
And found ſubmiſſions to my Throne 
When true to be but vain, 


That I ſhake off the Soul that clings 
Faſt to my faithful Word, 
Is an aſperſion thrown by Fiends 
On their unpitying LORD. 
Was it for Man, diſtruſtful Man, 
I bow'd my Head fo low, 
That, when his ſtubborn Heart relents, 
I then ſhould anger ſhow ? 
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6 *Twas dear I bought th' undying, Soul, 
That Prize was purchas'd high ; 
And can I turn from them my Face, 
And their Embraces fly ? 


E'er ſince the infancy of Time 
Still for their Bliſs I wake ; 
' My Foes — to reclaim, 
Unwilling to forſake. 


8 My Cheeks were wet with ſorrow's dews 
O'er my poor Country's fate; 
J ſaw thoſe ſelf-deſtroyers ſink 
With infinite regret. 


9 Can then a trembling Soul deſpond 
While Sorrow's tide o'erflows, | 
That hears, how {till my Heart to Man 
With warmeſt 'Iranſports glows ? 


10 To me no profit can it yield 
To cruſh immortal Frames; 
What pleaſure to behold them toſs 
In everlaſting Flames ? 


11 O let not riſing fears diſturb _ 
| The humble ſorrowing Mind; 
In the dear Boſom of its GOD 
No coldneſs it ſhall find, 


12 Whoever feels the purpoſe dawn 

8 With earthly Joys to part, 

I'll inſtant welcome—let him yield 
To me his willing Heart, | 
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XLI. And yet there is Room. 


Luke xiv. 22. 


1 5 hs giddy Tribes, who thro” this Vale 
In queſt of Pleaſure roam, 
No more this empty chace purſue, 
Now turn your footſteps Home. 


2 The gates of Paradiſe ſtand wide, 
And Bow'rs within diſcloſe, 
While {till along thoſe heavenly plains 
- Perpetual Rapture flows, 


3 There's room within this royal Court, 
What Seats are vacant {till ! 
O haſte before the Doors are barr'd, 
And ſome fair Manſion fill, 


4 There may'ſt thou taſte unmix'd Delights 
Freſh bubbling from their Spring, 
While lightſome Moments rolling on 
New Ecſtaſies ſhall bring. 


5 Within the FATHER's yearning Heart 
There's yet a boundleſs ſpace; 
And wilt thou for the mire of ſenſe 
Renounce that bliſsful Place? 


6 Tho' ſpotted o'er with crimſon Stains, 
View JESUS* pierced Side; 
O haſte and waſh thy Crimes away, 
There's room in that bleſt Tide, 


7 At the broad Board, where Seraphs fit, 
See Vacancies abound ; 
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O how unwiſe to neſt below 
When Room may there be found ! 


8 In Volumes of eternal Life 

Blank Pages {till remain; 
Haſte now, and get thy Name enroll'd 

E'er the attempt be vain, 


Life's bundle 1s not yet too large, 
There may'ſt thou till be bou; is1 
There's ample Room to pitch thy Tent 
On Heav'n's wide-ſpreading Ground, 


10 Some golden Harps as yet are ſpare 
| Thy fingers to employ ; ; 

| Above thou may'ſt thoſe Songfters join, 
| And ſwell the gen'ral Joy. 


XLII. Bala in Gilead, a Plyſician there. 


Jer. viii. 22. 


* ſhould the Tooth of fell 
Remorie 


Thus gnaw the tortur'd Mind, 
When by kind Heav'n's Preicription bleſt 
Man ſure relief may find ? 


2 Ah! why are Guilt's deep-tclt'ring 
Preve -nted thus to c loſe, [ Wounds 
When from on high thro? ev "Ty Age 
The Balm of Gilcad tiows ? 


3 Thoſe Leaves, whence.all the ranſom'd 
The healing Vartue drew, . | Tribes 
G 
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Still in the Paradiſe of GOD 1 
Immortal Verdure ſhew. 5 


4 Nor need'ſt thou to the Skies aſcend 
To bring that Foliage down; 1 
The Wings of warm inflam'd Deſire 
Will reach that Bleſſing ſoon. 


5 To JESUS dart thy ardent wiſh, —— 
Implore his helping Hand; 2 
Theſe drops with ſov'reign Virtue fraugh 
Diſtil at his Command. f 


6 No Ear IMMANUEL ever heard 
The Sinner's ſuit deny; 
Nor Devils feel one pauſe in Woe 
While He ſhuts out their Cry, 
7 Long-prattis'd in the healing Art, 
No ſore defeats his Skill; 
No Tongue will at the laſt great Day 4 
Alledge his want of Will, 
8 Each happy Soul to Health reſtor'd, 
In yon fair ſeats above, 
Beneath Guilt's dire Diſeaſe did groan, 
His tender Care did prove, 


9 And all the Sons of black Deſpair, 
Who mid” ſtrong Tortures yell, ; 
Will own their Fingers forg'd the Chains j ; 


That dragg'd them down to Hell, 


10 Thou bleſt PHYSICIAN, pour th 
Into my ſin-ſick Soul, Balm 
And all its ſprightly Pow'rs ſhall ſing, 7 I 
« Thy Hands have made it whole,” | 
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XLIII. GOD keareth and preventeth Prayer. 


Ifai, Ixv. 24. 


1 5 Plaints that riſe from yonder World 
I'll lend a patient Ear, 

on E'er yet they breathe their wiſhes forth 

A Indulgent Heav'n ſhall hear, 


2 Soon as the unborn Pray'r appears 
Half-formed in the Mind, 
From my wide Hand a meet ſupply 
The young deſire ſhall find, 


3 Each pious Thought, like precious Gems, 

While on the Rock they feed, 

From all adhering Droſs I purge, 
And nurſe the Embryo-Seed, 


4 E'er Man can knock at Mercy's Gate 
> I ſpread full wide her Doors ; 
His num'rous wants I largely fill 
From her unbounded Stores. 


While the poor trembling Soul demurs 
To liſp its faint deſires, 

With full Aſſurance to ſucceed 
My Grace the Heart inſpires. 


3 f When Suits unfiniſh'd on the tongue 


Mid?” fears and weakneſs lie; 
I liſten to that broken ſound, 
And ſpell the dawning ſigh. 


7 Bluſh ye, who dread to be repuls'd, 
When at his ſhrine you bend, 
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And oft in joyleſs frame complain, 
© The LORD does not attend.“ 


8 Bchold your GOD all-gracious ſtoop 
From yonder lofty Throne, 
To hearken while the lab'ring Breaſt 
Hezves the unutter'd Groan. 


9 Let ardent breathings of Deſire 

Still upward dart their flame, 
Nor think their breath 1s loſt in air 
Who name JEHOVARH's Name, 


10 Yet not for your's He hears the Pray'r 
But ]JE>US? fake alone; 
Aſk what ye will, but aſk in Faith, 
He ſays, „It ſhall tz done.“ 


11 Only beware leſt numbing Sloth 
Your warm Petitions chill; 
Or the huge group of worldly Cares 
Thoſe ſacred Moments fill. 


— 


THE INCARNATION OF CHRIST, 


XLIV. The Incarnation vf Chriſt, 
Luke 1. 26—81. 


1 3 nimbly Gaprier plies the Wing 
To tell the gladſome News; 
He glows with warm ſeraphic flame 
While He the Myſt'ry ſhews, 
Nor leſs the Bleſſed Virgin's Joy 
To hear the wond'rous Tale, 


* 
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Which this bright Herald from above 
Is haſt'ning to reveal, 


g Hail, Hail, Thou highly favor'd Saint ! 
Thy Bliſs attracts the Sky; 
Each Fair along thy royal Line 
Wiſh'd for this Embaſſy. 


4 While Myriads breath'd a warm Deſire 
To ſwathe the PRINCE OF PEACE, 
Impatiently they look'd each Morn 
To view his bleſſed face, 


5 Be glad, that envied Lot is thine, 
Soon the bleſt BABE to bear; 
And dandled ſmiling on thy knee 
His infant cries to hear, 


| 6 Soon from thy teeming Virgin- Womb 


SALVATION {hall be born; 
While all beneath the radiant Sun 
Shall hail the rapt'rous morn, 


7 JESUS ſhall be his Name ador'd, 
Heav'n's Harps {hall found it high; 
And, „ Bleſſed be that wond'rous Name, 0 
Unnumder d Tongues reply. 


| 8 At that dear Name, that ſweeteſt Sound, 


Each ſuppliant knee ſhall bow; 
Eternal Homage to their GOD 
The ranſom'd Race ſhall vow. 


9 High Hallelujahs round his Throne 
Enraptur'd Hoſts ſhall ſing, 
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And count Eternity too ſhort 
To praiſe this mighty KING, 


XLV. The Nativity, Luke ut. 11-13, 


1 1 bleſſed Dawn, whole diſtant 
Rays 


Pierce thro' the Veil of Night,; i 
The teafold Shades wrapt round our 
At thy approach take flight, | World 


2 Thy ſmiling hue, ſweet Morn, betides 
New Wonders here below ; 

O Nature, whence that lovely Bloom | 

Which makes thy viſage glow ? 


g Well may'ſt thou ſmile, when He draws 
Who ſheds the Beams on high, [ near | 
Which light the upper World all o'er, 1 
And gild the'nether Sky. 1 


4 But is the Courſe of Nature's GOD, 
To this his Foot ſtool bent ? 
And will He deign in this cold Clime 
To pitch his royal Tent ? 


5 Yes, He deſcends thro' tracts of ſpace 
Bright Scraphs pave the way; 
And all the raviſh'd Holts above 
Arc baſking in his Ray. 


6 They joyous tend the new-born BABE, 
Behold them cluſt'ring round; 
While all JunzaA's echoing, Vales, 
With {weeteſt Strains reſound. 
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7 New heav'nly Airs in lofty tone 
Theſe gladiome Songſters raiſe : 
Thro' upper and thro? nether Worlds. 
This Day's a Day of Praiſe. 


8 With flows of high angelic Love 


p The GODEHAED they adore, 


For Grace celeſtial ſtreaming faſt 
From Mercy's op'ning Store, 


9 Let human Hearts now catch the flame, 
And Earth repeat the Song; 
A GOD delcends with Men to dwell ; 
A GOD repairs our Wrong, 


10 Swell then your Throats, ye tuneful 
; Choirs, | 
' And chaunt redeeming Love: 
E'en thro' Eternity's wide round 


| 5 »Twill be the Song above, 


XLVI. Chrift wrapt in Swaddling-Clothes, 
and hing in 4 Manger, Luke ii. 12, 13. 


1 O! Nature's immaterial SUN 
Drops from his radiant Sphere; 
And in a lanthorn made of fleſh 
His faded Rays appear, 


2 The Root from whence all Being ſprung 
| Sprouts in that op/ning Bud ; | 
lle lies wrapt up in ſwaddling Bands 

4 Who {wath'd the Ocean's Flood, 
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g Cloſe by his fide thoſe Hands are roll'd 
Which ſpun the fleecy Cloud: 
Behold ! He ſips the milky ſtream 
Who gives th' Archangel food, 


4 The lowing Heifers for his Bed 
Their ſtalls unbidden yield; 
More piteous than th' ignoble Hoſt, 
They leek th' unſhelter'd Field. 


5 The bleating Flock bequeaths a fleece 
To clothe Heav'ns ſpotleſs LAMB, 
Who from thoſe Heights quite down to 
On gen'rous Errands came, [ Earth 


6 The warbling Songſters thro' the Grove 
Their throats in concert {well, 
And to the flumb'ring Swains around 
The gladſome Tidings tell, 


7. Illuminations thro? the Sky 
Shine with auſpicious blaze ! 
On Lamps new-fill'd with heav'nly Oil 
Bright Hoſts aſtoniſh'd gaze, 


| | 8 A band of Minſtrels near the Throne 

| Make haſte their Harps to ſtring ; 
With golden Wings they downward fly, 

| | And heav'nly Matins ſing. | 


= 


9 A Birth-day Hymn compos'd on high 
With ſkilful touch they play ; 
Then with the Strains of Paradiſe 
The BABE to Slumber lay. 


| 
| 
i 
| 
| 
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XLVII. The Creatures invited to praiſe 
GOD at the Birth of Chriſt, 


i HOU radiant Sun, who, Bridegroom 
| | like 

Thy Chamber leav'ſt each Morn, 
In grandeſt Suit thyſelf array, 

And this bleſt Day adorn. 


2 Tis SHILOH's Birth-day ; dart bright 
And higheſt Splendors wear; {| Rays, 
To-day quite round a thankleſs World 
In dazzling Pomp appear. 


3 Thou Silver Moon, a Birth-day dreſs 
Of faireſt Dye provide ; 
Gild o'er the Mantle of the Night, 
In gaudy Triumph ride, 


* 4 Ye ſtarry Gems, that from Heav'n's vault 
, Earth's dark Tranſactions view; 
Night's ſable veil in ſunder rend, 


And brighteſt Luſtre ſhew, 
5 Ye golden Orbs, whoſe tuneful Spheres 


Sweet harmony inſpires ; 
Raiſe ye loud Concert at this Hour, 
And join Angelic Choirs, 


6 O Earth ingrate ! why ofer thy face 
Theſe hoary dew-drops ſpread p 
With gayeſt Robe this glorious Morn 
Our World ſhould all be clad, 


7 Ye brutal Herds, that keep the Stall, 
Now bend the pliant knee, 


th 


| 
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To hail the Moment GOD came down 


To ſet us Mortals free, 


8 Ye Lions couching in your Dens 
Now harmleſs roam abroad; 


Pour praiſe in your hoarſc-ſounding notes 


To cir incarnate GOD. 
9 Ye ſoaring Larks the Chorus ſound, 
An carly Matin fling ; 
Teach all the fenther'd Tribes to hymn 
Glad Nature's new-born KING, 
10 Mid{t univerſal Song, my Soul, 
Let not thy voice be drown'd ; 
Nor in me, this tranſporting Day, 
One filent Pow'r be found, 


XLVIII. A Rod out of the Stem of JIxsexR. 


1. 


HAT Root, whence ſprung th' an- 
gelic Flow'rs 
Which ſpread in Paradiſe, 
Begins from mid- ſurrounding Clay 


In one fair Sprout to riſe. 


Not in attractive Charms array'd 
He rears his ancient Head; 
No gaudy leaves adorn that Stem 

Mean-riſing from its Bed. 


No bluſhing Role its gloſſy hue 
This wondrous PLANT did lend; 
Nor did the Cedars waving high 
To it in homage bend, 
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4 Awhile this BRANCH with naked Arms 
No Shelter did betide ; 
Nor did the Warblers midſt its Boughs 
From their Purſuers hide, 


5s Afew ſhort Years on Earth's dry plain 
It diſregarded grew; 
Short-ſighted Men went round and round, 
And did no Beauties view. 


6 At laſt the Axe by impious-hand 
The glorious Stem hew'd down ; 
Its Trunk upon the trembling ground 


With deep Diſdain was thrown, 


7 Yet ſoon reviv'd it ſprang again, 
And now o'ertops the Cloud ; | 
With boundleſs {weep it ſpreads above 
Where long before it ſtood. 


8 Cloſe to its Boughs the Hoſts redeem'd 

Y In radiant Cluſters cling, 

Near Life's fair Tree, now rear'd above, 
3 Their Hallelujahs ſing. 


9 Its Fruit ſeraphic Brealts inſpires 
With pure immortal Joys; 

While all zround the fanning Breeze 
Its fragraut odours blows, 


3 From mid that Root a living Spring 

+: Glides thro” the heav'nly Plain, 

k Which winds thro' Manſions of the Juſt 
£3 


4 
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With ſofteſt murm'ring Strain, 


72 THE INCARNATION 


[| XLIX. The Epiphany, Matt. i. 2—1 1. 


If 1 HE Sages long in Eaſtern Chimes 
1 Did in dark Midnight grope, 
| 1:11 SHILOH all majeſtic roſe, 
And ſhone the LAMP OF HOPE, 


2 Soon as the womb of Time was cas'd, 
And the bleſt Birth appears, 
The Star of Day thro' Heav'n's expanſe 
His weltward motion ſteers, 


3 Aſtoniſh'd at the blazing Sign 
They hail the riſing Day, . 
And to the new-born PRINCE OF LIFE 
In Raptures ſpeed away. 


4 No Torches light that homely Roof 
Where JESUS deigns to he ; 
Heav'n of thoſe Beams mult bear the coſt, 
And ſet this Candle high. | 


5 High over BeTnren's humble Spires 
See the bright Meteor flame ; 
Its Dwe:lers loſt in midnight Dreams 
How do theſe Sages ſhame ! 


2 6 In deep ſurprize They view the Scene, 
| And hail their infant KING ; 
| While each adoring to his Couch 
| . Their early Tribute bring. 
Dark Clouds that Hour his Glory veil'd, 
Yet Theſe his Sceptre own, 


Though o'er the Splendors of a GOD 
Earth's thickeſt Shades were thrown, 


: 
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8 Drawn by the ſcent of SHARON's ROSE, 


Whoſe fragrance breathes around, 
They haſte to view the RIGHTEOUS 
BRANCH | 
Spring lowly from the Ground. 


9 Tho' like a Root from thirſty Soil 
They ſee old JESSE's Stem 
Juſt ſpring to day; {till undec-y'd 
His GODHEAD is the ſame, 


L. JESUS perſecuted by Herod, | 
Matt. ii. 13, 14. 


5 Hey ſtrangely did the Hate of Man 


Vent its malicious Rage, 
Againſt the HOLY CHILD conceiv'd 
E'en in Life's earlieſt Stage! 


2 Yet ſmiling harmleſs on the Breaſt 

| What Umbrage could He give ? 

Not in the Manger undiſturb'd 
He's doom'd unfit to live, 


3 And mult this glorious heav'nly BABE 

: With his few Friends decamp ? 

And that, e'er Morning's roſy hand 
Has lighted Day's bright Lamp? 


. 
4 Could Ye, his wing'd Attendants, brook 
* Such Inſult on your GOD, 
+ When forc'd beneath Night's chilling 
To quit his mem Abode y [ Damps 


15 
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5 Ye mighty Hoſts, what were your 
Thoughts 
When thus your MAKER lay 
In a rude Manger poorly ſwath'd, 
The Infant of a Day ? 


6 Like mournful Tale ye never heard, 2 
Tho?” told each wondrous Decd : 
The GOD who form'd thoſe num'rous 
Orbs ; 
Wants Room to lay his Head, 


7 Altho' you never drop a Tear, 
And nothing know but Joy ; 
What were your Views, when HERO D | 
The Suckling to deſtroy ?* [ ſought 2 


8 And pay ye thus his Love, O Men, 
Who with Heav'n's Peace come down, 
Amidſt a Sea of Wrath divine 
Did all his glories drown ? 


9 O! what if back to Paradiſe 
His Journey He purſue, 
And in behalf of Apan's Race 
His ancient Contract rue P 


«„ „ 


10 How juſtly might the winged Bands 

Have wafted Him on high! » þ 

Could He not with a ſingle Breath 
The Tyrant's Hate defy ? 


11 How warm his Heart that did not cool 
| Beneath theſe hills of Snow ! 
See human Breaſts gainſt Him with Gall, 
And his with Love o'crflow, 


* 


1 


* 
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LI. The Infanticide. Matt, ii, 16. 


1 O an inhoſpitable Clime | 
Then did IMMANUEL tend, 
When here to pitch his low Abode 
He firſt did condeſcend. 


2 No Palace ſpreads its ſpacious Gates 
Glad Entrance to afford : 
No Altar burns its rich Perfumes 
In honor of the LORD, 


3 No Monarch throws his Sceptre down 


Beneath his ſacred Feet; 
No Herald's ſent with ſounding Trump 
Th' incarnate GDD to greet. 


4 But Oh! the awful Deed of Shame 
The blefſed BABE muſt fly 
Nor to the homely natal Spot 
Adventure to draw nigh. 


5 Yon Sword, in fatal hour unſheath'd, 
Reeks high with Infant Gore; 
Torn ſmiling from the tortur'd Breaſt 
They gain the bliſsful Shore, 


6 The Heav'ns are rent with Blood's loud 


Grief's deepeſt Sighs reſound; (Cry, 
While under many a mournful Roof 
Th' expiring Babes are found, 


7 How bleſt ! ye fair infantile Train, 
Whoſe Brows were wreath'd ſo ſoon 
With the triumphant Martyr's Palm, 
And early br tous Crown! 
2 
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8 Baptiz'd amid' that crimſon Font 4 
Which ſprang from your own Veins, _ 
Plung'd in that emblematic Stream 
Yea purg'd inherent Stains, 


9 Now high you fit, and ſweet you ſing 5 
Nigh Ham like you too ſlain ; 

That rapt'rous Bliſs, with Int'reſt large, 
Has recompenc'd your Pain. 


10 In chryſtal Streams beneath the Throne ; 
What Tides of Joy abound ! 
While from the Mouths of Babes 
redeem'd 


The LAMB's high Praiſes ſound, 


LII. Sixzon taking up the Child JESUS in 
tas Arms, and bl:fſing GOD. | 


Luke ii. 28. 
1 OW may I peaceful cloſe theſe Eyes | 
On all below the Sun, | 
| And take a glad Farewell of Life, ; 
Since mortal things are done, | 
2, Far-travel'd in the ways of Men 
I weary here to roam ; 
My days of exile are expir'd, 
| And I would venture home, 


8 Long anxious have I ey'd the Skies 
To welcome SHILOH down ; 

Now theſe bleft moments haſt'ning by 
My ardent wiſhes crown. 


| 


| 
/ 
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4 O let the glad ſome View ſuffice, 
My Infant-SAVIOUR's Smiles; 
All Things beſides will now look dim, 
This all their Luſtre ſpoils. 


5 O bleſt Embrace! when in theſe Arms 
I claſp'd Salvation's GOD ! 
How could thele feeble Arms ſuſtain 
The wondrous awful Load ? 


6 But why ſo quickly yield Him back, 

| Or quit this glorious ONE ? 

Who long before the Birth of Time 
In godlike Splendors ſhone, 
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7 Ye Seraphs, who in waiting ſtand 
The bleſſed BABE around, 
To you 'tis molt furprizing Sight, 
- Heav'n's KING on earthly Ground, 


8 With you cloſe Vigils would I keep 
Nigh to this PRINCE OF PEACE; 
Mong you adoring ſtill I'd gaze 
On that divineſt Face. 


9 But Ah! the fight has prov'd too ſtrong 
For this long-mouldring Clay ; 
Heav'n, break this earthly Cottage down, 
That I may ſcape away. 


10 Calm and ſerene I yield my Breath, 
I fold m Arms divine, 5 
Who this bleſt Hour thy glorious Head 
Did'ſt ſweetly reſt in mine. | 


Hg 


— — 
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THE MINISTRY AND MIRACLES 
OF CHRIST, 


LIII. His Temptation in the Wilderneſs, 


Luke iv. 2. 


1 ONG o'er the wide infernal Gates 
IMMANUEL kept his Eye; 
Intent from his exalted Throne 
Hell's Motions to deſcry. 


2 He rein'd with eaſe the bridled Fiends, 
Cloſe held the rattling Chain; 
Blaſpheming tho' they champt the Bit, 
He aw'd the foaming Train, 


3 But now from mid their dreary Den 
Their Legions hercely growl ; 
Round Him with diabolic Rage 
The Tempters fearleſs prowl. 


4 See! the Arch-Fiend with daring Look 
Untrembling eyes a GOD; 
Regardleſs views that bleſſed Head 
Which aw'd him with its Nod. 


5 More dev'lith {till ! with Hand accurs'd 


lle ſeeks his Darts to throw; 


At Him, who torg'd the Lightning's Bolt, 


He aims the vengeful Blow, 
6 For ever blaſted be that Arm 
That thus was rais'd on high 
To wound the wondrous MAN, who 


For human Crimes to die. [ ſtoop'd 


«« 
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7 For ever ſpeechleſs be that Tongue 
That bade the SAVIOUR bend 
In low proſtration to a Fiend, 
And Incenſe downward ſend, 
8 Where were ye, Angels, when your 
GOD 
With Fiends in Conflict join'd ? 
And when the Sons of Blaſphemy 
Againſt Him all combin'd ? 


9 How could you ſtand regardleſs by, 
And view th' inſulting Foe | 
Thoſe Darts, long hammer'd in the Pit, 
At your ADORED throw ? 


10 O Thou, who ſtill'ſt the raging Storms, 
And calm'it the Ocean's Roar, 
How durit the Foe but once require 
That Thou ſhould'ſt Him adore ? 


11 Why was he not that moment plung'd 
In tenfold gloom of Hell ? b 
And doom'd thro' ev'ry tortur'd Pow'r. 
Ten thouſand Pangs to feel ? ; 


LIV. Preſent at the Marriage in Cana. 
John ii. 2, &c, 


1'T TNHARMEFUL lo! the rural Band 
Salute the nuptial Hour, 
While in melodious Airs around 
The feſtive Mirth they pour, 


2 Well may the Concert {well moſt ſweet 
When CHRIS himſelf attends, 


— — 
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And Heav'n, to grace the Bridal, down 
Its royal MONARCH ſends. 


3 Prize high your Lot, ye envied Pair, 
Who hail this wondrous Gueſt; 
And freſh from his unemptying Spring 
The ſacred Bleſſing taſte, 


4 Why did the Grape fo niggard prove 
Of his enliv'ning Juice ? 
Well might the Vine ſtrain all its Tubes 
For the bleſt FORMER's Uſe. 


5 But He has Nature's Stores at Will, 
Her Treaſures can command, 
Whole Currents at his Bidding flow, 
Whoſe Keys are in his Hand, 


6 'Tis He that bids the ſpreading Vine 
Its cheering Streams diſtil; 
Or if He take a ſpeedier Courſe 
Wine ſprings from yonder Rill, 


7 He, Heav'n's bright SUN, from his wide 
Can dart meridian Rays; [ Sphere 
And in an inſtant that mature 
Which here long rip'ning ſtays, 
8 Here ſickly Nature creeps but {low,” 
At feeble Efforts ſtrains ; 
But in the Beams of Life's bleſt Source 
Her progreſs nought detains, 


9 Thus grov'ling Mortals, dim of fight, 
Oft {tint the Pow'r divine 
To Nature's low imperfett aims, 


And Nature's GOD conkne, 


10 
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10 O LORD, enlarge our ſcanty Thoughts 
. To reach thy wondrous Deeds; 
But when they ſtretch their wideſt graſp, 
Thy Goodneſs far exceeds, 


LV. Going about and doing Good, 
3 Acts x. 38. 


JAFHAT ready Steps IMMANUEL 

trod PE 

| To ſpread his Bleſſings round ! 

Oft ſpent with Toil, on grafſy Couch 
His weary Limbs are found, 


2 To ſmooth the Brow of {ad Diſtreſs 
| Was {till his godlike Care; 

} To break Affliction's falling Stroke 
No Pains his Love did ſpare. 


3 To Groans He lent a patient Ear, 

| And calm'd the throbbing Heart; 

In rankling Wounds infus'd freſh Oil, 
And eas'd their aching Smart. 


What Numbers mid' the noon-tide Ray 
Were plung'd in cheerleſs Night, 
+ Till He, with ſympathetic Hand 
Unlock'd the Doors of Sight, 

A thouſand Tongues unbred to Speech 
N He taught their Wants to tell, 
WM hoſe grateful Notes to Heav'n's by 3 
In joyous accents ſwell. [ Praile 


He ſmooth'd the Paſſages of Sound, 
And bor'd th' unopen'd Ear, 
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Hence Muſic's Sweet harmonious charms 
Altoniſh'd Mortals hear, 


7 See reſtleſs Throngs from pining Couch 
Quick at his bidding riſe ; 
The helpleſs feel his kind Support, 


And ceaſe deſpairing Cries, 


8 Limbs wither'd at his word revive, 
Freſh Strength thrills faſt around ; 
The Leper's veiled ſnowy Front 


With freſheſt Bloom is crown'd. 
| 9 The Deſert Wilds can well atteſt 


How bounteous 1s his Hand, | 
Where thouſands taſted Plenteous Food 
Which ſprung at his Command 


10 LORD, we confeſs thy Pow'r ſupreme, 
„ Thou haſt done all things well ;”” 
And till thy Miracles of Grace 
To Children's Children tell, 


LVI. Confefſed by the Devils. 
. Mark 1. 24. 


1 MW. then the black infernal Troops 
In yonder Den that growl, 
Their (ubborn necks to JESUS bow, 
And yield to his Controul p 


2 Yes, at his Summons they mult fly, 
And to their Chains return, 
Where Sheets of Sulphur flaming high 


Around their Priſon burn, 


ms 
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3 The ſofteſt whiſper of a GD 
To Fiends freſh Torture brings, 
Their Brealts before his Face divine 
Are pierc'd with thouland Stings, 


Conſcious of his ſuperior Pow'r, 
To Him they quit their claim; 
Tho” long Blaſphemers, yet with awe 
They ſpeak th' incarnate NAME, 


&% How harſh the Sound to hear Deſpair 


Pronounce MESSIAH known ! 
Yet with that Breath their bliſter'd 
All hopes from Him diſown, [ Tongues 


5 Well may they know his high Deſcent! 
Hell's Gloom with howlings rung, 
When at his Birth angelic Hoſts 
Their ſweeteſt Anthems ſung. 


Full ſore they felt his glitt'ring Sword, 
The Wounds will never cloſe ; 

It gaſht, when on blaſpheming Bands 
MESSIAII godlike role, | 


No Wonder tho? they roar aloud 
At his approaching Sight; 

And dread a deeper Plunge in Woes 
Of everlaſting Night. 


Ador'd be that Almighty Hand 


Tat forg'd their Bars ſo ſtrong, 


* And ſcreens each hour my naked Head 
From this malicious Throng, 


jo 
84 THE MINISTRY AND 


LVII Not having a Place where to lay his 


Head. att. viii. 20. 
1 EH OLD the Son of Man below, 


Twas once his mournful Cry, 
For all that moves fit Beds prepar'd, 
Vet has not where to lie. | 


2 For all the Choirs that wing the Air 
He builds the downy Neſt, 
'Yet envies now the feather'd Tribes 
Which find meet Place for reſt. 


3 E'en for the Foxes' ſafe retreat 
He forms the Earth-ſcoop'd Shed, 
While graſſy Couch thro' Midnight 
Supports his weary Head, | Damps 


4 Earth's Tenants round know each a Shade 
To cool Noon's fervid Ray ; 
But He that feeds the ſolar Flame 
Muſt bear the ſcorching Day. 


5 All on his Parent Arm reclin'd 
Are mid ſoft Slumbers loſt, 
Yet nought IMMANUEL Stranger here 
But Earth's cold Bed could boaſt. 
6 His Fingers ſpun yon ſpangled Web 
As Curtains for the Sky; 
Now nought but thele ſurround the Spot 
Whereon He dergns to lie, 


7 Unnumber'd Gueſts in his wide Houſe 
On downy Pillows ſleep; 

While their bleſt HOST on weary Limbs 

Muſt nightly Vigils keep, 
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Man ſhelter'd under ſplendid Roof 
The gath'ring Storm dehes, 

But her great LORD a fit receſs 
Ungrateful Earth demies, 


LVIII. Healing the withered Hand. 
Luke vi. 10. 


HAT ceaſeleſs havock dire Diſcaſe 
O'er human Kind has ſpread, 
Since that dark Morn fair Innocence 
From theſe low Regions fled ! 


2 How fit that He, who owns this World 
Should from his Seat deſcend, 
And to Woe's Empire unreſtrain'd 
Put the long wiſh'd for End ! 


g From this wide Hoſpital of Earth 
What mingling Groans reſound ! 

In Cells of Griet on ev'ry ſide 

C Heart-melting Sighs abound, 


4 Thro' all this ſublunary Vale 
; Ills in dread Triumph ride, 
Till in Oblivion's duſky Land 


; Our 'drooping Heads we hide, 


15 Beneath MESSIAH's healing Hand 
What Numbers proſtrate lie ! 

Here one with his unwiclding Arm 
For his kind Aid draws nigh, 


16 No wonder a deep-penſive Air 
Sits on his TY Brow, 
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Since o'er his lifeleſs blighted Hand 
Death printed that pale hue, | 


7 Unvig'rous, fee ! it dangles down 
2 Nor could thoſe Fingers ſtretch 
| To graſp a bright imperial Crown, 
i Tho? plac'd within his reach. 

8 Or ſhould he ſtrive with fault'ring Voice 
| Heav'n's Bleſſings to implore, 

| He could not raiſe his blaſted Hand 

1 Io knock at Mercy's Door. 
| 
| 


9 But at MESSIAH's royal Word 
- New circling Vigor flows, 
Loos'd from its long arreſt the Pulſe 
Its wonted Circuit knows. 


- — — 
— — — — 


| 10 How wile to mark his ſov'reign Nod, 
|| And to his Sceptre bend, 
| On whoſe bleſt Lips, both Health and 
| And Life and Death attend! [ Pain, 
| | 
| 


LIX. Healing the Centurion's Servant, 
Luke vii. 2, 


1 TL. TOW oft we count e'en Life a Load, 
Beneath its Burden droop ! 
While ailments with each beating Pulſe 
Make youthful Vigor ſtoop. 


2 *Gainſt horrid Pain and dire Diſeaſe 
No Remedies avail ; 

E'en thro” ſurrounding armed Bands 
Strong Pangs the Prince aſſail. 


— T 2 
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g From Nature's Pains there's no Defence ; 
Here Youth's declining Bloom, 
Toit by the laſt convulſive Throes, 
Secs Death's approaching Gloom. 


4 Yet JESUS ſoon makes Hope to dawn 
@ 1 here Death had aim'd his Dart; 
2 To this Centurion's Servant deigns 
New Vigor to impart, 


5 The Maladies begot by Sin 
His ſov'reign Word obey ; 
* He bids the Troop but once decamp, 
They inſtant march away. 


6 He ſtays the eircling Streams that roll 
Thro' all the boiling Veins ; 
He bids the mingled humours part, 
4 And cools the heated Reins, 


7 The Fever by his Preſence aw'd 
Its raging Ferment ſtops ; | 
And thro” the Skin's ten thouſand Doors 
Sends forth the balmy Drops, 


8 The Fumes that rack'd the dizzy Brain 

| No more attempt to rile ; 

Sounds pour afreſh thro deafen'd Ears, 
And Rays thro' ſtaring Eyes. 


L. 


LX. Raiſing the Widow's Son. 
Luke. vii. 11, &c. — 


| 1 HAT Blaſts we Mortals muſt abide 
; E:er Life's rough Ocean croſt! 
*Y 8 
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*Twixt Waves of Hope, and Gulphs of 


| 


| | How are'our Veſſels tot ! [Fear 
| 2 Full thin our Comforts here are ſown, 
But thick our Croſſes grow; 11 


| j Whole op'ning Buds, as they diſclole, 
1 To Leaves of Sorrow blow. 
| 3 At NAIN ſee a mournful Fair 
| | Deep, deep in Sables clad, 
| All-dolefal weeping for her Mate 
| 
| 


Now wrapt in Death's cold Shade, 


4 Far worſe, ſhe ſtays the ſinking head 
Of her dear hopeleſs Boy, | { 
That well-belov'd remaining Pledge | 
Of all their nuptial Joy. | 


| 35 See, how ſhe hangs in ſad ſuſpenſe, 

1 And wipes the falling Dews! 

| While in the hand of conqu'ring Death 
| A Bow full bent ſhe views. 
| 6 But Ah! the deep-reſounding Groan 
| Decides the doubtful Strife; 

His Eyes are lock'd by Death's cold Keys, 
He takes farewell of Life. 


; 
7 The Corpſe comes forth to View, and lol | 


'Stretch'd on the Bier it lies ; » 
The Mother claſps the pale-hued Clay, ; 
And vents deſpairing Cries. : 


| 8 Heav'n piteous views the doleful Scene, 
vs And ſeems to frown on Death 
||| For having cropt th' unripen'd Bud, 


i And clos'd his youthful Breath. 
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| 9 JESUS diſpels Grief's lowring Clouds, 
F " Spreads round a Sky ſerene; 
car Godlike at this bleſt Seaſon comes, 
And brightens all the Scene, 
10 He calls, the Univerſe reſounds, 
| And echoes back the Voice; 
f Death's Bars in ſunder inſtant burſt, 
* Earth's Mourners all rejoice. 


LXI. Stilling the Tempeſt, 
Luke viii. 23, 24. 


1 F He that rides the bridled Winds 
Once from their wings alight, 
How quick they ſweep along the Plain, 
And ſpread a gen'ral fright ! 


2 The peaceful Deep ſtirr'd by their Breath 
Now mounts its Billows high, 
And proudly aims with briny Foam 
To laſh the diſtant Sky. 


3 Bold was the Tempeſt thus to rage 
O'er the TiBztR1lAN Lake; 


k E'er JESUS on his homely Couch, 
His gentle Slumbers brake. 
I 4 Half-dead with fear th' aſtoniſh'd Crew 


Lift up their piteous cry, 
Soon as on Mountain Surges borne 
Their Danger they deſcry. 


5 While Wave on Wave with haughty 
Quite o'er their Veſſel rides, [Pride 


1 3 
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Unconſcious that the GOD of Storms 2 
Now in its Womb abides, 
6 Lo! how they gape with wid'ning Jaws, 
For Prey {till roar aloud ! | \ 
Tho! Millions by their Rage devour'd | 


£,% 


Lie boſom'd in the Flood. 


7 But Oh ! how ſoon their Pride abates, 
When JESUS looks around ! | 
Inſtant the Wind retires, aſham'd 
Thus boiſtrous to be found, 
8 How ſoon th' unquiet Sea is calm'd, q 
And ſmooths each angry Frown ! 
Repenting thus around . LORD 


o be in ferment thrown, 


9 Behold, my Soul, unreas'ning Waves 
Obey th' Almighty Nod. 
And bluſh, if thy rebellious Heart 
Forget a ſpeaking GOD. 
10 With JES Us fail o'er Life's rough Sea, 
Thy Breaſt his peaceful Seat ; 
So ſhalt thou weather out each Storm, 
Nor fear a ſafe Retreat. 


LXII. Feeding the Mullitudes. 
Luke ix. 14—17. 


1 H 's royal PROPHET's Voice 
divine 
Sounds thro” the liſt'ning Throng, 
Who joyous taſte of Wiſdom's Stream, 
Nor think the Moments long. 
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2 Loſt by its Sound in ſweet — 


None Nature's cravings hee 
Their mental Pow'rs feel TOE: Defire 
For heav'n-deſcending Brea 


g But Oh! the Bounties of a GOD ! 
Who hears Want's harmleſs Cry, 
Unalſk'd to their returning Needs 
He grants the meet Supply. 


| 4 He ſpreads the ſpacious earthen Board 
| With Cloth of living Green; 
And quick around th' obedient Crowd 


In deep amaze are ſeen. 


5 And now they dread a ſcant Repaſt, 
Diltruſtful of their HOST; 
Tho? all the Tables ſet above - 
Are cover'd at his Coſt, 


6 This Univerſe, his ſpacious Houſe, 
Feeds hourly at his Charge ; 
Its countleſs Myriads ſhare his Gifts 
As bountiful, as large, 


7 The Ravens ſee no Table ſpread, 
Yet they no Famine fear ; 
The infant Lions pour their Yell 
Full in his liſt'ning Ear. 


8 With eaſe He feeds this gazing Throng 
From his unleſſen'd Store; 
Earth, Air and Sea, his Garners wide, 
By emptying fill the more, 


: 
: 9 Ye Guelts, partake this plenteous Meal 
Dealt by no niggard Hand ; 


LF 
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Adoring view the Food increaſe 23 
At his divine Command. | 


10 Hence learn, my Soul, to truſt his 
Nor doubt his gracious Skill: [Word, | 
If once He ſpeak, *tis inſtant done; 
All Nature ſerves his Will. | 


LxIII. Curfing the barren Fig- tres. 
Mark x1. 13, 14. 


1 ANY did the Fig-tree of her Fruit 
Deny to Him a ſhare, 

Whoſe Bleſſing loads each ſwelling Bough 

Which copious fruitage bear ? 


2 When JESUS once to taſte thy Figs 
Vouchſaf'd to turn aſide, 
How couldſt thou diſregard his Need, 
And all his Hopes deride ? 


8 Why didſt thou dreſs in gayeſt Green, 
And ſpread thy Arms abroad, 
That with thy Bloſſoms thou might'ſ call 
The Journeyor from his Road p 


4 Tis juſt thy Branches meet a Blaſt, 
And each young Bud ſhould die, 
When JESUS to recruit his Strength 
In vain to thee drew nigh, 


5 And yet my glowing Check may bluſh 
While I thus doom the Tree, 
Methinks, when I review that Scene, 
The Cenſure falls on me, | 


Il 
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6 I in far richer Soil have ſtood 
Beneath Heav'n's foit'ring Dew; 
At various ſeaſons put forth Buds, 


7 But when the bleſſed OWNER comes 
| At his determin'd hour, 
Where is the Fruit on loaded Boughs 
I in his hand may pour ? 


2 8 'Tis Wonder He, who owns this Field, 

| Such barren Trees ſhould {pare ; 

How juſt from midſt his water'd Church 
Their ev'ry Root to tear! 


9 Bleſt JESUS, ſtay thy mighty Hand, 
Thy righteous Stroke ſuipend ; 
Till with Heav*n-ripen'd Fruits of Grace 
My humble Branches bend. 


| Nor have my Leaves been few : 


LXIV. Caſting out a dumò Spirit. 
Mark ix. 25, 27. 


1 bay ſtrong Array what countleſs Foes 
. 'Gain{t Mortals take the Field! 
What need with each returning Morn 
Our Arms aright to wield ! 


2 Man oft againſt himſelf muſt war, 
And outward Shocks ſuſtain ; 
Nor eafier thoſe ſharp Darts to quench 
Thrown by Hell's horrid Train, 


3 'Tis ſad to ſee what Hell can do 
It Heav'n ſtand paſſive by; 
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If tongueleſs Fiends ſuch Tortures bring, 


What may not others try P 


4 Ah! Imp accurs'd ! *fcap'd from the 


How durſt he upward ſoar? Gloom, 


Why break the wide infernal Ranks, 
Or leave their mingled Roar? 


5 We Mortals, weary of their Sway, 
Now to MESSIAH yield; 
Whoſe Wing from their fierce Shafts is 
ſpread 
Our naked Heads to ſhield. 


6 How ſhould they bear that mighty Arm 
Which hurl'd them from the Sky, 
And o'er their Rebel Rout atchiev'd 
A ſignal Victory ? 


7 What Tortures now the Fiend reſents! 
Hark! what a diſmal Cry! 
At JESUS” Frown dark Horrors rage, 
Infuriate Demons fly, | 


8 Beneath the ſhelter of a GOD 
The Saints delight to dwell ; 
And ſtand unpierc'd by ſharpeſt Darts 
Forg'd in the Pit of Hell, 


9 Adore the Hand that fix'd the Bars 
To yon infernal Gate ; 
Which ſlacks or draws their ratt'ling 
Chains, | 
And curbs their dev'liſn Hate, 


CAA 
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| LXV. : Receiving Money from the Mouth of a 
4 Fiſh, Matt. xvii. 27. 


11 O0 Strange Demand! when Nature's 
KING 
To Man a Tax mult pay, 
Tho? at the Footſtool of his Throne 
Heav'n's Hoſt their Tribute lay! 


2 More wondrous ſill to ſee Him want 
Th' appointed HEIR OF ALL; 

Who Treaſures of ten thouſand Worlds 
Could muſter at his call, 


W 


3 For Man grown Bankrupt to his GOD 
Heav'n's Wealth He did forego; f 
And whence to pay the Cuſtom claim'd 
He hardly ſeems to know, 


4 4 Tho' Earth has lock'd its Coffers up, 
None haſte to lend their LORD; 
The Sea is his, and all her Tribes 

Are liſt'ning to his Word, 


3 The Fiſh unbidden thro' the Deep 
Surveys the Treaſures loſt, 
Which blind deluded Men no more 
: Will make their empty Boaſt. 


As if it heard great CæsAk's Call, 
Or knew the SAVIOUR's Need; 

It gobbles down the ſilver Coin, 
And plies its Fins with ſpeed. 


See! how it haſtes to meet the Hook, 
Quick thro' the Waves makes Way, 
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That in the bleſt CREATOR's Hand 
The Tribute 1t may lay, 


8 Which ſhall be firſt to do his Will 
The icaly Tribes diſpute, 
When on his Errands thro' the Deep 
He {enas thoſe Carryers mute, 


9 All elſe but Man, are proud to ſerve 
The GOD that E them Life, 


Which in his praiſe ſhall moſt excel 
*'Mong others ſeems the ſtrife. 


10 Take ſhame, my Soul, and mark his Eye 
Still ready to obey ; 
With zeal and joy, where He direQs, 
To wing thee on the way, 


LXVI. Calling Zaccheus, Luke xix. 4—9, 


1 EE, how Zaccutgvs climbs aloft 
Above the noiſy Crowd, 
To view the wondrous MAN that rain'd 
Unceafing Show'rs of Good. 


2 The bleſſed SAVIOUR look'd, and cry'd, Þ 


&© ZACCHEUS haſte, come down; 
«© mean t'abide with thee to-day, 
« Nor journey farther on.“ 


9 ZAccuevs, raptur'd at the Call, 
Down from the Bough deſcends ; 
Beneath his hoſpitable Roof 
His royal Gueſt attends, 


4 With Tribute Crowds unheeded ſtand, 
But no Receiver find; 


1 
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} Aims. far tranſcending golden Ore 
Now ll the Sinner's Mind, 


5 All low dehres are lull'd aſleep, 

No more he thirlts for Gold; 
His fingers loos'ning drop the World, 
th And faſt on Heav'n take hold, 


6 See, how unbidden he reſigns 
The helpleſs Orphan's Spoll ; 
And now with Joy to Heav'n devotes 
The gains of honeſt Toil, 


7 Thus tutor'd in MESSIAH's School 
He ſoon his Leſſon learns ; 
And ripeſt Fruits in early Spring 
» By Reſtitution earns, 


8 Transform'd in twinkling of an Eye 
We view a new-born Mind ; 
Nought of its former grov'ling Cares 
In theſe Reſolves we find, 


, Bf g ver let not black miſgiving Thoughts 


bi 


Thy Hopes and Joys derange, 
Becaule no inſtantancous Grace 


E'er mark'd thy happy Change: 


o Let but Religion's genial Flame 
Bright thro* thy Life appear; 
'Twill rank thee one of Abrah'm's Sons; 
No matter-how or Where. 
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LXVII. His triumphant Entry into Jeru- 
falem, Matt. xxl. 5—9. 


1 ET ZION's ſpacious Roofs reſound, 
Behold! your PRINCE draws near 
Glad Crowds are ſhouting Him along, 
Soon will his Train appear. 


2 Meek on th' unſaddled Aſs He fits 

Who rides the ſtubborn Winds, 

And in the hollow of his Hand 
The roaring Tempeſt binds, 

In humble Triumph ſee them move, 
While Garments ſtrew the Way, 

Which glad Attendants fondly ſtrip, 
And for his Carpet lay, 


4 The joyous Throng unthinking hail 
His Coronation-Morn; 
Unmindful that th' eternal Crown 
Did once thoſe Brows adorn, 


5 In Splendor infinitely bright 
E'er birth of Time He rode; 
And carly on the ſtarry Floor 
His bleſſed Footlteps trod. 


6 This homely Grandeur ſuits but ill 
A Perſon all divine; 
He means not on fair ZION's Heights 
In royal Robes to ſhine, 


7 Throw wide the ample Doors of Thought, 
There let Him bear his Sway; 


4 


L 


9 1 
i V 


LEY 


_— 


| G3 
=.» 3» <= - 4a fond 


MIRACLES OF CHRIST. 99 


And on the Neck of wayward Luſts 
— His Reins almighty lay. 
3 Tis there MESSIAH courts a Seat, 
Let none his Suit deny ; 
Unrival'd let Him mount that Throne, 
And wave his Sceptre high. 


9 In low proſtration humbly bend 
To ZION's righteous KING; 
While Heart _ Tongue, with Joy 
The true Hoſannah ſing. [ replete, 


LXVIII. Purging the Temple. 


Matt. xxi. 12. 


1 N JESUS treads the hallow'd 
Its inmoſt Glories views; Floor, 
Each corner of thoſe famed Courts 
To Him pollution ſhews. 


2 The impious Bands are ſwarming round 
Intent on lawleſs gain ; 
Extortion, Fraud and black Deceit 
The warm oblations ſtain, 


3 What need that He, who owns this Houſe, 
Should quickly 'twine his Rod ; 
And teach thoſe daring Sons of Shame 
'Twas ſet apart for GOD! 


A Scourge ſo mild will ſlightly laſh 
This ſacrilegious Throng, 
Who with their ſcarlet-color'd Deeds 
ht, Defil'd his Roof ſo long. 
K 2 
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5 This holy Ground was ne'er inflos'd 
For ſublunary Trade, 
Sever'd from Earth, to Heav'n FOR 
Theſe Walls were {acred made. 


6 Bleſt JESUS, plait theſe Cords anew, 
And deign to view my Mind ; 
Down in that Temple, rear'd to Thee, 
Such Buyers Thou may'ſt find. 


7 I often try to clear that Houſe 
And throw the Tables down; 
Thoſe bold Intruders back again 
Do find their way too {oon, 


8 Nought, nought but thine almighty Arm 
Can theſe Diſturbers chace ; 
Tho' human Pow'r ſhould drive them out, 
They ſtill reſume the place. 


9 On th' Altar of a contrite Heart 
| May I pure Incenle raiſe ; 
And all my hallow'd Pow'rs unite 


To ing my SAVIOUR's Praiſe. 


LXIX. Transfigured on the Mount, 
Matt. xvii. 2—4. 


| 1 PWas wonder when MESSIAH 
| {tript 

Th' eternal Robes He wore, 
But none to ſee Him dreſs again 

In Garb long us'd before, 


— — 


2 Nor itrange, that Thou, fam'd TAB0R, 
With more than ſolar Blaze, ( ſhone * 


— — 
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Thro' that Effulgence round thee ſpread 
By SHILOH's dazzling Rays. 


3 yy ts Mount ! that o'er thy Head 
iſplay'd far brighter View, 
Than e'en ten thouſand Worlds combin'd 
Could thro? all Ages ſhew. 


4 The hues that paint the roſy Eaſt 
| When Morning ſpreads its Wing, 
Would a as Midnight ſhewn with 
oon 


Before this glorious KING. 


| 5 Thoſe ſhining Heralds from above 
T'attend their MAKER fly, 

t, And low-adoring find his Beams 
Too ſtrong for finite Eye, 


6 There too his happy Fav'rites round, | 
Tho? hous'd in brittle Clay, | 
Wait all-involv'd in awful Thoughts 
Mid' Heav'n's increaſing Day. 


7 Well might they ſeek to pitch their Tents 
In that delightful Place, 
Where rapt'rous Smiles inceſſant glance 
. From that reſplendent Face. 


8 Beat high, my Soul, this Luſtre beams 
On ZION's tow'ring Hill; 
Soon will the bliſsful Sight unfold, 
And all thy Longings fill. 
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LXX, Tate over Jeruſalem. 


UKe XIX. 41. 


1 ARTH's well firnam'd a Vale of 
There briny Currents flow; | Tears: 
And how to brew that plenteous ſtream 
Each mortal Eye may know. 


2 From Sorrow's bitter ſpreading Root 
Men's boaſted Pleaſures riſe ; 
He lives not, but or ſoon or late 


His wat'ry Cheek he dries, 
8 Such Sights each paſſing Day abound, 


We early learn to weep ; 
Hearts grieved vent their plaintive Moans 
Far oft'ner than they ſleep. 


4 Man well may ſigh, when more than Man 
Breathes thoſe redoubled Cries ; 
While fitting clad in Garb of Woe 
He wipes his ſtreaming Eyes. 
5 Man often ſpends his breath in vain, 
And heaves a cauſeleſs groan ; 


But proſpetts fad make JESUS mourn 
In this aftetting Tone, 


6 For Man, for Man, unthinking Man 


His Heart 1s melting faſt, 
To lee his ſetting Sun go down, 
And golden Seaſons paſt. 
7 His Wing, his bleſſed ſhelt'ring Wing, 
JERUSALEM o'erſpread, 
Muit be withdrawn ; her ſpiteful Sons 
Contemn'd th' almighty Shade. 
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8 Sad fight! to view preſumptuous Men 
Immortal Fury brave; | 
And from the Arms of Mercy leap | 
Deep in the hery Wave | 


9 Thro' all divine Reſtraints they broke, 
Nought their Career could {top ; 
And now a GOD has fix'd their doom, 
And ſhut their Eve of Hope, 


10 While o'er our Race Thou deign'ſt to 
brood, 
And ſpread” ſt a Covert wide, 
Teach me, dear LORD, beneath thy 
My bluſhing Soul to hide, [Wing, 


* 


LXXI. Encouraging his Diſciples with 2 
n Promiſe of future Happineſs. John xiv, g. 


HO” ſoon to Earth I bid adieu, 
And reaſcend my Throne, 
When from the yawning Jaws of Death 
The human Prey 1s won ; 


2 I will not take my laſt Farewell 
Of my few Friends below ; 
Altho' to ſhine in brighter Worlds 
With urgent Speed I go. 

We'll meet e'er long in that bleſt Clime 
From whence I downward came ; 
When Death, to ſet your Spirits free, 

Shall quench the vital Flame. 


4 When from the ſpringing Font within 
The purple ſtreams ſhall fail, 
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On verge of Life in that bleſt Hour 
[| Your parting Souls I'Il hail, 


— BT + 7" — 
3 
. 


5 Till then the Waves quite o'er your 

i May daſh their briny Foam; [ Heads 
1 Yet ſhall but ſerve to bear you on 8:1 
| Towards your heav'nly Home. 


6 Time's Billows then untongu'd ſhall huſh *! 

| Their loud tremendous Roar ; 12 
The Tenants of Hell's mournful Gloom ! 

5 Shall ſteal your Peace no more. 


7 Near where J pitch my royal Tent 

x Your Manſions I'll prepare, 2 
| | And thro? ten thouſand Deaths below 

| Will ſafe conduct you there. 


8 In my grand Triumph you ſhall join | 

| | The brighteſt in my Train; 3 
| And, when the ſcenes of Time are clos'd, | 

| Aſcend with me to reign, 


| 9 Deep in my Glory you ſhall ſhare; 41 
| Your Breaſts with Tranſports glow, 
While o'er your bliſs-2nraptur'd Souls J 


| Freſh flreams of Life ſhall flow, 


10 No Hour ſhall part you from my Smile, 

Or from my Boſom rend; T 

New-ſpringing joys ſhall gild your Days 
Thro' Ages without End, 
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THE SUFFERINGS, DEATH, AND 
BURIAL OF CHRIST. , 


LXXII.- Behold the Lamb of GOD ; or a 
View of Chriſt's Sufferings through the Stages 
4 his mortal Life. John 1. 29. 


ACH Eye, behold the LAMB OF 
GOD, 
His Footſteps learn to trace; 
View'd from the Cradle to the Tomb, 
Admire his matchleſs Grace. 


2 Sec, how He blows his Glories out, 
And lights far feebler flame ; 
In human liv'ries deigns to dreſs, 
And clips his wide-ſpread Fame, 


g Come, meet Him at the Porch of Life, 
| And hear his infant Cry, : 
Who was ador'd in lofty Strains 
By Angel-Pow'rs on high, 


4 Man ſmiles beneath his ſhelt'ring Wing, 
Himſelf now learns to weep ; 
He:huſh'd an Univerſe to reſt, 
Yet folds his Arms to fleep. 


5 Day prov'd too ſhort to vent his Moans, 
Oft Midnight ſaw his Tears; 
The ſtarry Orbs ſhed trembling Rays 
To view their MAKER's Fears, 


6 In deep Afflictions He was wrapt, 
To Sorrows cloſely wed, 
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Mid Troubles far beyond our thought 
He made his joyleſs Bed. 


7 Stern Juſtice frown'd : yea Mercy too 
Her Smiles from ]ESUS turn'd ; 
And lo! a thankleſs human Race 
Their dear REDEEMER ſpurn'd. 


8 Each low'ring Morn the troubl'ous 
Above Him higher role, [ Stream 


Till o'er his Head in fatal hour 
The angry Billows cloſe. 


9 Grief dy'd his Locks of hoary hue 
Amid Youth's riſing Bloom ; 
Beneath thoſe Ills his Shoulders ſtoop'd 
l| Which were our righteous Doom, 
Il 10 Not all the glorious Hoſts above 

| Saw ſuch Diſtreſs before, 
As JESUS thro” his mortal Days 


For Man all-patient bore, 


- — —  - ——_———_—— 
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LXXIII. Another on the ſame Subject. 


Lam. 1-13, 


1 E Cherubim, whole golden Wings 
= Fan ſwift the yielding Air, 
Who thro” the vaſt empyreal Space 

On Errands high repair; 


| 2 Yet unperceiv'd by mortal Eyes 

| What rapt'rous Scenes you fee ! 

A fight of Woe too you beheld 
In Him who bled for me. 
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3 Mid all your wide-extended rounds, 
Have ye perceiv'd ſuch Woe, 
As did the MAN OF SORROWS 
While ſojourning below ? [ prove 


4 Soon as He drank Life's muddy ſtream 
4 How did its Waters {well ! 
1 No thought his Feelings can conceive, 
| No tongue his Troubles tell, 
| 5 While ſmiling pleaſant on the Breaſt 
| O wondrous Sight! He hung; 
Then in his Cup, by Heav'n's Decree, 
Some bitter Drops were wrung, 
6 Black troubl'ous milts o'er all his Ways 
Each riſing Morn were ſpread ; 
| In Sorrow's paths his Footſteps trod, 
Griefs hung his joyleſs Bed. 
7 E'en the wide Univerſe throughout 
Joy ſhuts from Him her Springs, 
While from above, benezth, around, 


| He meets Earth's ſharpeſt Stings, 
3 On bitter morſels long He fed, 


Gall mixtures often drank, 
Till underneath the Frowns of Wrath 
In Death's cold Arms He ſunk. 


| 9 Heav'n unrelenting views the ſcene, 
Nor ſtays deſcending Show'rs ; 
Hell with a diabolic Rage 


Her Arrows round Him pours. 


10 Soon as his Pulſe began to beat 
Affliction thrill'd each Vein; 


. 


6 This midnight hour, both Earth and Hell 
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Unccaſing Woes then uſher'd in 
His lalt tremendous Pain, 


LXXIV. JESUS deprecating the bitter Cup. | 
Mark xiv. 36. 


1 | nes FATHER, {tay thine 
Hand, 
And grant one breathing Hour ; 
Squeeze not ſo faſt theſe wrathful Dregs | 
Which all my Soul o'erpow'r, 9 


2 O!] from on high, all- piteous view 
My agonizing Throes ; 
Sec, how I'm ſcorch'd, while o'er my 


The boiling Surges cloſe, | Head 


g Mixt by the Sins of Adam's race, 
How fumes this bitter Cup! LE 
It makes my Bowels melt like wax; 


And mult I drink it up ? 
4 O let thoſe former Draughts ſuffice, 


Ne'er let me taſte it more; 


Behold how faſt the purple Flood 


Runs down from ev'ry Pore, 


s How the dread Wine-Preſs I have trod 
Theſe Nerves unbidden tell; 
Ah! who beneath th' almighty Load 
Could one ſhort moment dwell ? 


to 


Againſt me cloſe combine 
And mult thine Arms of Vengeance too 
My naked Soul entwine ? 
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f q Is Pity blotted from the Skies? 
Does Heav'n forget to love ? 

And canſt Thou to thy holy CHILD- 
. f One hour ungracious prove d 


8 May not ſome cheaper Victim die 
As ranſom for Man's Guilt p 
Will nought its reſtleſs Cry appeaſe 
Till Heav'n's beſt Blood be ſpilt ? 


9 Will Juſtice unabating prove 
Nor once theſe Tortures heed p 
Muſt yet-this ſhiv'ring Breaſt be pierc'd 
E'er from its hands I'm freed ? 


d LXXV. Another on the ſame Subject. 
Mark xiv. 36. | 


11 OW dire muſt be that Weight of 
| H Wrath | G 
Which makes IMMANUEL recl ! 
'Twas far above a finite Arm 
Such awtul'Blows to deal, 


2 Aud doſt Thou ſhrink, Almighty 
FRIEND, 
To wade th' Abyſs of Woe ? 
And ſhudder at th' ov'erwhelming Flood 
Where wrathful Billows flower? 


What if a GOD ſhould ſnatch the Cup 
11 From JESUS? trembling Hand; 
| And for the Race that did the*wrong- 
Let zl! iis Bitters ftend P | 

4 I, . 
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4 Thrice- awful Hour! did &er a World 


In equal Peril hang, 
As did our own, when with thoſe Cries 
Aſtoniſh'd Nature rang? | 


5 Had He, whoſe kind indulgent Aid 
Frail Mortals oft have prov'd, 
But at MESSIAH's Word ſtept down, 
And that dread Cup remov'd ; 


6 Men by its Taſte had ſtagger'd down 
To an cternal Hell, 
And ſunk to dark deſpairing Climes 
Mid endleſs Pains to dwell. 


7 This darkeſt Spot in Map of Time 
Begins full faſt to clear 
In the Meridian of his Love 
See JESUS now appcar ! 


8 His Lips recal th' alarming Wiſh—= 
His Soul new Tortures wring; 
The brimful Cup back to his Lips 
His bleſſed Fingers bring, 


9 *Gainſt my late Pray'r, O FATHER, 
The Windows of the Sky, (ſhut 
Still let thy Will the cauſe decide, 
And my Requeſt deny, 0 


10 Smite on, ſmite on, till it ſuffice, 
Regardleſs of my Pain, 
Till of the Ranſom of theſe. Souls 
No Mite unpaid remain, 


— — * —— — ® 
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LXXVI. Spit upon, Matt, xxvi. 67. 


8 1 B deeply bluſh, ſurrounding 
At this amazing Sight, | Skies, 
A Face divine beſmear'd all o'er, 
| | Like Mid-day turn'd to N ight, 


2 No Act ſo foul from Time's wide Womb 
: Was e'er brought forth to view, 
As this againſt MESSIAH done 
By that abandon'd Crew. 


3 Durſt Hell itſelf have dar'd to ſpit 
Full in the Face of GOD ? 8 
The Fiends would ſhudder, while their 
Beneath his Feet are trod, { Necks 


4 O could that worſe than helliſh Deed - 
Be hid from Seraph's ken? 
In blackeſt Colors they muſt draw 
The Actors of that Scene. 


5 Long did they gaze on his fair Face 
Its bliſsful Snule to meet, 
Their breaſts with warmeſt Tranſports 
While proſtrate at his Feet, [glow'd 


6 Nor leſs their burning Love to Him 
. F'en in this ſad Diſguiſe, 
When Earth and Hell in horrid 9 
To vent their Malice riſe. 


7 But Oh! dare I diſclaim the Deed, 
Or ſhew a guiltleſs hand ? 
Oft with that wrong my Heart conſents, 
Tho? there I did not ſtand, ' 
| L 2 


— 


ä 


— 


— eo nn 


112 THE SUFFERINGS AND 
8 On me. that Viſage once ſo marr'd 
With beaming Mercy ſhine; 
And all my quicken'd Pow'rs ſhall bleſs 
The Miracle divine, 


LXXVII. Denied by Peter, 
Matt, xxvi. 74. 


1 OST. thou not know that bleſſed 
O Perez, look again; Face p 
The ſound of theſe unkindly Words 
Will give thy MASTER Pain. 


2 What tho' his- Cheek retain the Print 

Of unexampled Woe, 
Yet may thine Eves, now ſparkling + 
His heav'nly Viſage know. [Shame, 


His Brows not furrow'd yet by Time, 
Tho? wrinkled deep with Blows, 

While o''er his Head vindittive Wrath 
In ſwelling Surges flows, | 


4 His bleſſed Face withaut diſguiſe 
Was not to thee unknown; 
And durſt thou then thy LORD deny © N 
In unrelenting Tone P + | 


5 O could this ſhocking Word pet vent ? 
How couldſt thou hreathe that ſound 
Which in IMMANUEL's aching Breaſt | 
Transfix d ſo deep a Wound ? 


Or how the hellth thought admit 
| In thy unguarded heart, 


DEATH OF CHRIST, 11g 


When told that Satan meant to ſift 
Thy Soul in ev'ry part ? | 
7 Think thou, O think, is this thy Faith, 
Thou didſt unbidden plight, 


When warned by thy guardian FRIEND 
Of this approaching Night ? 


8 What brittle things are Man's Reſolves! 
How like the Cobweb blown ! | 
Behind the raging Blaits of Senſe 
Their place is feldom known, 


9 Thou, Pete, hold'ſt a Mirror up 
To point me out my Heart ; 
Thus fares it with the beſt, if CHRIST 
But one ſhort Hour depart. 


LXXVIIT. Clothed in purple, and bearing 
a Reed in his Hand, Mark xv. 17. 


1 QEE HIM, whoſe high almighty Hand 
0 


Hcav'n's Sceptre long has ſway'd, 
Arreſted at a lawleſs Bar, 


And by bold Worms defy'd. 


2 Now in Deriſion muſt He graſp 
The brittle waving Reed ; 
See how the thorny plaited Crown 
Wreathes round his ſacred Head! 


: 3 The knee diſdainfully they bow, 

With Scoffs MESSIAH hail, 
Beneath whoſe frown the curſed Fiends 
Still unlamented wail, 

; L 3 


— 


1 
: 
| 
: 


| 
W 


114 THE SUFFERINGS AND 


4 Sufhe'd it not, exalted ONE, 


Thou ſtript thy{el ſo bare, 
But muſt th” inſulting Wretches ſtill 
Thy ſacred Garmeuts tear? 
5 Now in mock purple ſee Him dreft 


Who wore ſo fair Arr 


ay, 
Long er theſe Heav'ns 2 Glory ſhew'd, 


Or ſhone with riſing Day! 


6 All Nature, weep perpetual Dews, 

Io ſee Him clad in ſhame, 
Who heard Hoſannahs ceaſeleſs rin 
To his eternal Name. h 


7 He cloth'd the herbage of the Field 
In ſuits of richeſt Dye, 

Vet ſee his bleſſed Shoulders clad 
With Robes of Infamy! 


8 Say, wears He now the purple Garb? 
You lent Him this 1n Scorn ; 
Ah! no, his Robes of dazzling hue 
Outſhine the roſy Morn. 
9 Has JESUS yet a royal Sway ? 
W hat Sceptre bears He now ? 


Is it beneath this bruiſed Reed 
Theſe mocking Foes ftill bow ? 


LXXIX. Crowned with Thorns. 
Mark XV. 17. 


1 O How I ſhrink to ſee thoſe Brows 
* Feel agonizing Pain! 


| 


! 
| 


* 
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While thence the trickling purple ſtreams 
His royal veſture ſtain. 


2 Thoſe ſacred Temples well it ſuits 
Far other Crown to wear ; 
Which Heav'n's eternal Diadem 
E'er birth of Time did bear. 
3 Accurs'd for ever be thoſe Thorns 
That pierc'd his blefled Head ; 
Or rather blaſted be that Hand 
Which wrought the barb'rous Deed, 
4 Bright Diamonds ſet in glitt'ring Rows 
Would on theſe Treſſes fade; 
How low his godlike Grandeur ſinks, 
When Thorns all o'er them fpread ! 


5 Thoſe lowing Eyes, that dew'd yon hill 


With ſympathetic Streams, 
Amid the crimſon fluid Iwim, 
And dart but cloudy Beams, 
6 O moſt ingrate Jerufalem ! 
That will not yet relent ! 
Was it for this his briny Tears 
On Olivet were ſpent ? 


7 Why does not Nature rend her frame 


And moulder at the Sight ; 
When Nature's GOD *twixt Earth and 
Stands in ſuch diſmal Pligm? Hell 


8 But Ah! not guiltleſs were my hands, 
That hour they lent their Aid ; 
When on his death-devoted Head 
My num*rous Crimes were laid, 


116 THE SUFFERINGS AND 


1 9 Theſe with their deadly-venom'd Points 

i" Pierc'd deep his mmoſt Soul ; 

"i They made black Terrors, {ſwelling high, 
Thro' all his Mind to roll. 


LXXX. Behold the Man “ John xix. 5. 


1 P my Soul, the bleſſed MAN 
Thro' Life's dark painful Race, 
Still more enamour'd at each vicw 


Of that disfigur'd Face. 


2 Behold the Ciſtern of his Soul 
Quite charged to the brim ; 
In Sorrows boiling from his Heart 
His Eycballs nightly ſwim! 


g See Heav'n's ADOR'D all-patient bear 
Reproach, and Pain, and Scorn ; 
His * cternally rever'd, 
By impious Lips is torn! 
4 But Oh! attend the cloſing Scene, 
| See countleſs Wonders riſe ! 


| If thou canſt bear the piercing ſound 
| Of thy CREATOR's Cries. 


1 5 With Smiles that Son of black Deceit 
I ſee Him ſtep to meet; 
And with an unreſentful Brow 
| The miſcreant Traitor greet, 
| 6 He ſaw the Furnace flaming high 
Blown by almighty Ire; 
Yet dauntleſs leaps to catch the Brands, 
And quench the glowing Fire. 


N 
- 
—  —————————————— 
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7 Behold Him panting on the Tree 
With crimſon deeply ſtain'd! 
And all his quick high-feeling Pow'rs 
With rending Tortures pain'd! 
8 No wonder, :Day's bright Lamp withdrew 
And ſhun'd the-thocking Sight, 
Or Earth bencath ſo dire a Load 
Heav'd ſore with ſtrange Affright. 


LXXXI. Forſaken .of GOD. 
Mark xv. 34. 


1 Y-GOD, where are thy wonted 
Smiles ? 
And wilt Thou theſe ſuſpend ? | 
When under more than mortal Weight 
My ſinking Shoulders bend 


2 E'en to thy unoreated Eyes 
The Woes I feel are new; 

Like Scene to this Eternity 
Will never ſpread to view, 


g Lo! univerſal Nature round, 
Each Spring to me is dry; 
And mult I now to-crown my Pangs 
Be Outcaſt from on high ? 


4 Theſe Pangs will to an Univerſe 
Thy ſtricteſt Juſtice ſhow, | 
That Treaſon 'gainſt a GOD draws deep 
Heav*n's brighteſt Hoſts will know, 


5 Far higher Luſtre round thy Throne 
From this dark Scene ſhall ſhinc, 
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Than if that ruin'd Race were left 
In endleſs Woes to pine, 


6 Thy Love divine in ev'ry Groan 
From Pole to Pole reſounds; 
Thy Mercy's Fame thro” nature rings 
From out theſe ſpeaking Wounds, 


7 Theſe Streams that dye the trembling 
Ground 
Shall keep thy Truth unſtain'd, 
And to each Son of Reaſon prove 
Thy Threats were all unfeign'd. 


8 Theſe Stripes will ſhew thy Hate divine 
Againſt Men's wilful Crimes, 
Far more than Hell's tremendous Roar 
Thro' all ſucceeding Times. 


9 That Guilt and Woe go hand in hand 
My dying Breath will teach, 
That Pain the offspring is of Sin 
To all will loudly preach, 


10 If then thy Glory by my Pains 


- Shall ſpread itſelf ſo wide ; 
Reſign'd, my GOD, I ſuffer all 
Thy wonted Comforts hide, 


LXXXII. Drinking the Vinegar, 
Mark xv. 36. 


That ooze from yonder Sky, 
Brew'd down the upper Floods in vain, 


And drain'd their Ciſterns dry? 
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2 That JESUS thus unheeded cries 
For but one cooling Drop? 
And yet above, beneath, around 
The Fountains ſeem to itop, 


3 At length a Boſom, harder froze 

; Than the cold northern Snow, 

| Bids the fell Potion from the Spunge 
4 4 


Thro' his bleſt Lips to flow. 


Amid the laſt diſſolving Pangs 
Poor Cordial this muſt prove; 

Sour was this Draught compar'd to that 
The Ranſom'd quaff above. 


5 How hard that of his rightful own 
He could not find ſupply ! 
That Nature midit unheard of Need 
Should thus her GOD deny ! 


6 How ſweet the Cup which his bleſt Hand 
| To Hoſts ſeraphic fills ! 
But Ah! how diff rent this ſad ſtream 
| Thro' his rent Boſom thrills ! | 
& >uſpend your Rage, ye impious Crowd, 
| Ne or dare theſe Dregs to ſquceze; 
Preſume you to the PRINCE OF LIFE 
To wring theſe bitter Lees? 


If unrelenting of this Deed 
You to the Grave ſhould fink, 
Soon will a Cup of ſourer Taſte 
Be mingled for your Drink. 
Not guiltleſs I, my Fingers preſs'd 
Some drops of youder Draught, 


— — 
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From faulty-Deeds my Hands have done 
His Cup with Wrath was fraught; 


10 The Sweets of Sin, ſhort ferment o'er, 
To rankeſt bitters turn, 
Which in MESSIAH's Heart and 
Like liquid Fire did burn. { Mouth 
11 O bleſſed, bleſſed be the MAN 
Who bore ſuch Griefs for me, 
And mid thoſe writhing Tortures hung 
A Victim on the Tree, 


LXXXIII. IE is finiſhed. John xix. go. 


1 OW, now, the arduous Taſk is o'er, 
The Price of Souls is paid; 
And in the Treas'ry of the Skies 
The promis'd Ranſom's laid. 

2 Let now OMNIPOTENCE itſelf 
Say, if ought more is due, 
And I the direful conflict paſt 

Will yet for Man renew, 


g Let Heav'n produce its equal Scales 
To weigh Man's deepeſt Wrong, 
And-if my Payment yet prove ſhort, 
My dying Pangs prolongs 
4 FATHER, I lie beneath thy Stroke, 
The Blow will not hun, 
Till thou proclaim to Choirs on high, 
„% REDEMPTION's Work is done 
5 J yield not up my final Breath, 
Nor bow-my finking Leeds 


8 
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Till to the bright capes Hoſts 


The cancel'd Bond be ſpread. 
6 If Juſtice yet one Mite demands, 


Bring in its ancient Claim, 
Cheerful from out this bleeding Heart 
I'll inſtant wring the ſame. 


7 That mixture of almighty Wrath 
My Lips did patient drain ; 
& *Tis finiſh'd, nor of its ſad dregs 
Does one ſmall Drop remain. 
8 FATHER, the awful Deed diſcharge, 
And nail it to this Tree, 
That to the cloſing hour of Time | 
The Ranſom'd may go free, 


LXXXIV. Crying with a loud Voice, and 
welding up the Ghoſt, Matt. xxvii. 30. 


1 HAT. Voice was that, which cried 
fo firong | 
And pierc'd the azure Skies P 
"Twas JESUS who on Hell's deep Flood 
Of Wrath unminpled lies. 
2 Faſt breaking in with tenfold Rage 
Its Billows o'er Him roll, 
They force the doors of Thought aſide, 
And roar thro' all his Soul. 


3 Now Heav'n ſuſpends its wonted Smile, 
Black Fiends are Eov'ring round; 
They ſtrike deep horrors thro' bis Mind, 
Loud Execrations ſound, 
NI 
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4 In plenteous Drops the purging Stream 
Springs faſt from ev'ry Pore; 
And by the ſpreading crimſon Dews 
He clears our guilty Score, 


5 Tho' Death in all his Terrors dreſs, 
And grin with horrid Frown, 
Unmov'd He ſtands the dreadful Brunt 
Till all his Darts are thrown, 


6 At length the deadly Foe prevails, 
The vital Flame burns low, 
Nor wonder, when a Sea of Wrath 
Does thus around it flow, 
7 His Head that long ſuliain'd the Shock 
Begins at laſt to fink ; 
Now puſh'd thro' ev'ry Lane of Life 
N on the Brink. 
8 How ſharp the Strokes that on his Back 
The Arm of Juſtice laid! 
Till with the parting Pang He cried, 
«© Man's Debt is fully paid.“ 
The Source of Life now ſets in Death, 
Behold his Eye: lids cloſe ; 
And with a loud triumphant Voice 
Concludes his mortal Woes, 


LXXXV. Suffering and Dying. 
Iſai. liii. 3. | 


1 8 * threat'ning Wrath, a pond'rous 


O'er Earth ſuſpended hang, [I. oad, 


To cruſh our Race, and make them feel 
Th' intolerable Pang! 


—— A — 


i 
| 


| 2 IMMANUEL ſtept into our Place, 
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And the dread Vengeance bore, 
Beneath whoſe weight unnumber'd Fiends 
Shall raiſe their endleſs Roar. 


3 Think what He felt, when on his Head 
Th' o'erwhelming Mountain fell; 
How He was bruis'd, ten thouſand Pores 
Each iſſuing Blood can tell, 


; 4 With agonizing Throes and Smart 


Sec his pale Body rent! 
Unſhrinking ſtill the Load ſuſtain'd 
Till all its force was ſpent ! 


5 Tho” Man that anger had inflam'd, 
At Man too meant the Stroke ; 
Yet JESUS meets the burſting Cloud ; 
On Him that Thunder broke. 


4 6 No Crime his guiltleſs Breaſt did tain, 


Yet ſtripes He feels full ſore, 
Which all the tender nervous Web 
At once aſunder tore, 


7 By ſympathetic Boſom urg'd 
Stern Juſtice” Arm He ſtay'd, 
Beneath its unrelenting Scourge 


His bleſſed Shoulders laid, 


8 An expiation for Man's Guilt 
The vital Flame He yields, 
And thus the thankleſs human Race 
From Heav'n's Oey ſhields. 
2 
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9 8 eee its Ire, his precious Soul off, f 

| He on the Altar lays, ' 

 Regardlefs, While the Lightning's flame 
Around his Off ring plays. 


10 Of all Man's ill He bore the blame, | | 

Then in his ſtead He dies, k 
And at the Foot of Juſtice* Throne 

A breathleſs Victim hes. | 


LXXXVI. His Meekneſs and Patience in 
ſuffering. Iſai, liii. 7. 


7THILE Juſtice thunder'd round his 
See JESUS all ſerene ! [Head 
How like a GOD He ſtands the Shock, 
And dauntleſs views the ſcene ! 


2 Unbridled Tempeſts ſtorm'd around 
| His calm unruffled Soul! 

| No riſing Waves of Diſcontent 

| Thro' his pure Boſom roll, 


2 Meck as the Lamb, led forth for Death, 

| Which unrepinang lies, 

When to its Throat th' unpitying hand 
The fatal Knife applies. 


|| Or as the Dam unbleating reſts 

* Beneath whoſe hands 'tis ſhorn, 

Nor once complains when from her ſide 
The fleecy Veſture's torn, 


No Ear or human or divine | 

|| Heard him affronts return ; 

Nor did his Breaſt mid” cauſeleſs Wien 
With vengeful Rancor burn. 


0 8 Oy Ss * 


6 When once his Cheek from impious 

Receiv'd the ſpiteful Blow, [hands 

He ſtopt the flaming Thunderbolt 
Juſt lighting on the Foe, 


7 When purple Streams guſh'd from his 

Slurc'd by the thorny Crown, | Brow 

All-gracious Pity from his Heart 
That hour ran faſter down, 


8 When Guards celeſtial in Amaze 
Their Weapons brandiſh'd high, 
Impatient for their SOV'REIGN's Nod 

o let their Vengeance fly ; 


9 That hour, with Eye on Heav'n full-fixt, 
How warmly He implores | 
Its Bleſſings on relentleſs Foes 
From Mercy's boundleſs Stores! 


10 A Cup wrung full of bitter Wrath 
E'en to the Dregs He fips 


Heav'n deaf to yon heart-rending Cry 
Still holds it to his Lips, 


11 O Scene of Woe! MESSIAH mourns 

With unavailing Cry! 
Thoſe Groans, which Nature loud 
Yet unregarded lie ! [ refounds, 


12 How meek, when laſt convulſive Throes 

His deep-preſt Boſom rend! 

Beneath the Load of human Guilt 
His godlike Shoulders bend } 
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ws LXXXVII. Dead. Luke xxiii, 46. a 
1 Death, reſiſtleſs is thy PowW'r! 


Unnumber'd are thy ſlain ! 
Each paſſing Age has own'd thy Sway, 
And felt heart-rending Pain, | 


2 Wide o'er this Globe thy Empire's 


Bounds 
Thro' downward Tratts have ſpread ; 
In thy damp ſolitary Vaults 8 
All Ranks have made their Bed. 


3 Infatiate, unrelenting Foe! 
Could not all Earth ſuffice ? 
But muſt Thou aim thy Blow on high, 
And deal it on the Skies? | 


4 1 ceaſe to wonder, tho? I view 
Earth's gaſping Monarchs lie, 
While mid thy agonizing Pangs 
1 ſee MESSIAH die. 

s And did He die? Who ſtood beſide 
While He reſign'd his Breath? 
Which of the bright etherial Hoſts 

Clos'd his bleſt Eyes in Death ? 


6 Then far and wide thro' Nature's Realms 
I be awful Tidings flew ; 
Creation dreſs'd that hour in black, 
And wore a mourning hue. 


7 Th' angelic Choirs their Song ſuſpend, 
Silence in Heav'n is found, 
While thro' Earth's frighted Vales below 
Their MAK ER's Groans reſound. 
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8 Hell thro' her diſmal tenfold Gloom 

Reverberates the Din, 
Since JESUS bleeds for Adam's Race, 
But bears not Angels' Sin. CE 


9 O Earth! how couldſt thou bear the | 
Of an expiring GOD ? [Weight 
How could thy maſſy Pillars ſtand i} 
Beneath the awful Load ? = 


10 No Wonder thy rent Boſom heaves, - 
And Rocks aſunder part, 
When JESUS feels the pointed Spear 
Approach his burſting Heart! 


'XXXXVIII. Taken down from the Croſs. 
Luke xxiii. 53. 


1 H! now a Conqueſt of high Worth 
O The Victor Death has — 1 
This Captive's Fall th' affrighted Earth 

Did to her Centre ſtun. 


2 The King of Terrors ſorely rued 
That He that Shaft had thrown, 
When on the bloody Field deceas'd 
The PRINCE OF LIFE was known, 


3 Sure Heav'n this hour will wreſt the 
From Death's unpitying hand; (Blade 
And why this barb'rous Murder done, 
In angry Tone demand ? | 


4 Now in the Bed of Honor ſpread 
In Death's cold Arms He fleeps; 
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Nature beholds and wrings her hands, 
And all in Sables weeps. 


5 Sec! from the Tree the Corpſe let down, 
Its gaping Wounds appear ! 
While Legions from the upper Worlds 
Aſtoniſh'd view the Bier. 


6 No wonder Earth ſhould reet aghaſt, 
And wide her Boſom rend, 
While Seraphs in new Mourning clad 
Around the Corpſe deſcend, 


7 That Bed of all Difgrace is ſtript, 
'Tis glorious now to die, 
For He, who rounded Heav'n's high Orbs, 
Breath'd an expiring Cry. 


8 Ye Friends of JESUS, ſhrink no more 
At the grim Jaws of Death 4 


Sure 'tis high honor, like your GOD, 
To yield your vital Breath. 


9 The Foe's dread Lance has leff its Point 
In JESUS' bleeding Side; 
Then fear not, when with blunted Spear 
He makes his lateſt Stride, 


LXXXIX, Wrapped in Linen, and borne 
to the Sepulchre, Luke xxili. 53. 


1 ARTH may unfold her fineſt Web 
To wrap his lifeleſs Hands, 
Who ober her gloomy darkſome Sphere 
The azure Sheet expands, | 
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2 Who from the fleecy cloud did ſpin 
The Curtains of the Night, | d 
And decks the Mantle of the ſky if 
Each morn with Dyes fo bright. '} 


3 Tis fit the Aromatic Climes 
Their rich Perfumes ſhould yield 
To Him, whoſe fragrance ceaſeleſs breathes | | 
O'er all the Arabian Field, 


4 And muſt theſe Eyelids be lock'd up, 
And bid farewell to day ? 
Cloſe wrapt in bandages of Death, 
No Beams around them play ? 


5 The fun'ral Pomp, ſolemn and flow, 
Moves thro” th' unheeding throng 3 
Ten thouſand Legions from on high 
Eſcort the Bier along. 


6 While puny Mortals ſtand aſide 
And godlike honors fly ; 222 
The Seraphs ſnatch their brighteſt Plumes 
While ſoaring filent by, 


7 Till now no Angel heay'd a ſigh, 
Or dreſt in fable hue! 
Their Cheeks were never dew'd before; 
To Them this ſcene i is new. . 


8 Black Streamers wave to mark each Prize 
Death from the living ſteals; a 
In upper worlds none knew till now 
Wy hat Man on Death-bed ſcels, 
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9 Strange fight! a Burial from the ſkies! - 
And yet that Fun'ral thin! 
The Hoſts above {if that could be) 
Might ſtrive that Poſt to win, 
10 How oft in thought I tread that Ground 
Mid tributary Tears! 
To JESUS* Tomb at Midnight ſtep, 
And bury all my Fears, 
11 This is the Walk, tho? lone and ſtill, 
Where wiſdom's Sons retire ; 
Where oft their kindling ſpirits blaze, 
— And catch celeſtial fire. 
12 Ve Sons of Pleaſure, ſend your Thoughts 
| To view this awful ſpot ; 
No more Yowll graſp at Shadows here, 
Or on Earth's play-things doat. 


XC. Buried. Matt. xxvii. 60. 
12 OW Earth rips up her rocky Breaſt 
| N Conch 


The lonely is ſpread; 
Beneath that low unfunny roof 
MESSIAH makes his Bed. 


2 No foe inſults his-ſlumbring Clay; 
The Gravec's'a'peaceful Home: 
At laſt He finds a calm Retreat 
Within his Virgin Tomb. 
3 The Grave aſtoniſh'd at her gueſt 
Sore dreads, Her Sway is paſt, 
Behind this fatal hour fulpetts 
Her Empire will not laſt, 


| 
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4 Full faſt She feels the high Perfumes 
Thro' her damp Vaults to ſpread, 
Sweet- breathing Odours quickly ſcent 
The Manſions of the dead, 


5 Thro' all theſe ſhades a Gleam appears, 
The Grave with Hope 1s green 
Its tenfold Gloom begins to clear, 
Bright Dawnings then were feen, 


6 Undreſs, ye Fav'rites of the Sky, 
Nor fink with fears oppreſt, 
Amid this low unnoiſy Houſe 
You'll undiſturbed reſt, 


7 No Worm this PRINCE does once annoy 
While in ſoft Slumbers loſt, 
But three ſhort Days, O cruel Grave, 
Thou couldſt this Conquelt boaſt. 


8 Thy inner chambers ſhall unfold 
When JESUS breaks their Bands 
The Bars long-ruſting on thy Gates 
Burſt at his high Commands, 


9 I'll cheerful bid this world adieu, 
Nor dread to ſtep aide; 
All fearleſs. yield the Grave its Due, 
And in its Realms rehde, * 


10 The Bleſſed ONE his Pillow left 
When He forſook that Bed; 
There ſhall my Head repoſe full ſoft 
When that dark Couch is ſpread. 
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Tus RESURRECTION, ASCENTION, 


A 


ND INTERCESSION or CHRIST, 


witH THE MISSION or Tas HOLY 
GHOST, 


XCI. The Reſurrefion of CHRIST, Lyke 


xxiv. 6, Matt. xxvii. 52, 53. 


OES not the Pulſe of Nature ſtop 
While JESUS breathleſs lies? 


How can the Streams of Life flow on 


When thus their Fountain dies? 


2 O Earth! how dead thy ſpacious Womb 


If now it feels no Pain, 


While meanly ſhrivel'd up therein 


The SON of GOD hes flain! 


3 This Gueſt makes all thy Boſom throb, 


Methinks, thy Breaſt with Horror ſhrinks 


And heave that ſad'ning Groan 


At what thy Sons have done, 


4 Boaſt not, O Grave, of this thy Gueſt, 


Thy T 3 will not laſt; 


Thele fetters ſoon ſhall rend in twain 


Which hold Him now {o faſt, 


5 He'll ſtay to warm thy deep damp Rodms, 


Perfume thy dreary Bed ; 


And a ſoft Couch within thy Vaults 
For all his Follow'rs {pread, 


6 Mcthinks, L ſce-the Angel bend 


To ſet the Fris'ner free ; 


3 


e 
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Commillion'd to unlock the Tomb 
With adamantine Key, 


7 How chang'd the Scene! Creation throws 
Her mourning hv'ries by; 
And all her Orbs make haſte to dreſs 
In Robes of faireſt dye. 


8 Now JESUS burſts the bands of Death 
While Heav'n beams ſtrong around; 
Hark! thro? the univerſal ſpace 
Ecſtatic tranſporis ſound. 


— — — 


9 New Angels from the Tomb juſt rais'd | 
Hail this triumphant morn ; | 
And clad in bright immortal garbs 
The riſing pomp adorn. 


10 Ye ſlumb'ring Mortals, haſte, awake, 
Salute your conqu'ring GOD, 
Before He hid our World adieu, 


And track yon upward Road. 
XCII. His Aſcenſion, Plalm; Ixviii. 17, 18. 


1 LEST news! a fallen world redeem'd! 

IMMANUEL's work is done; 

And from devouring jaws of Death 
The mighty Prize is won. 


2 The Chariots of the LORD attend 
To waft Him to his Crown; 
This glorious T riumph to conduct 
Benold them merching down. 


N 


194 OF CHRIST. | 


| g Juſt o'er his Head the op'ning Heav'ns | 
| Pour forth a blaze of day ; | 
| While Millions proſtrate at his feet | 
| Their humble homage pay, | | 
| 4 Down on yon mount He turns his eye 
Where late He bow'd the Head; | 
What unknown tranſports now He fecls 
To view the godlike deed ! 


3 Lo! now He ſhow'rs celeſtial Grace 
O'er all his choſen Band; 
Heav'n's richeſt Boons with Mercy 
Deſcend at his Command. [fraught 


6 The Skies with loud Hoſannahs ring 
While JESUS ſprings on high; . 
Glad Anthems ſound from pole to pole 
„ Bchold ! Salvation nigh,” 
J Lift up your Heads, ye wide-lcav'd gates, 
The deſtin'd Hour is near, 
When at thoſe everlaſting Doors 
IMMANUEL ſhall appear, 
8 Le radiant Guards, who round the Throne 
In ceaſeleſs Raptures ſtand, 
Haſte, wing you down, and join the Train, 


| The PRINCE of LIFE's at hand. 


9 Let Heaven's high arches hail its KING 
With matchleſs Glory crown'd ; 
And all the cryſtal Palaces 


With loftielt Strains reſound. 


| 20 Ye Morning Stars, that ſang aloud 
8 When Earth from Chaos roſe, 


at 
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| Now let your ſweet mellifluous Tongues 
Far other Joys diſcloſe, 


11 Let all the Harps of Paradiſe 
High Hallelujahs raiſe ; 
Eternity will prove too ſhort 


To ſound forth all his Praiſe. 


x2 Sec! there He comes pavilion'd high, 
On golden Cloud He flies 
Celeſtial Choirs ſpread wide their ranks, 
And ſhout Him thro” the Skies. 


13 The Sun at his approach grows dim, 
The Stars are blown aſide, | 
Their glim'ring rays before his Face 
Deep in their Sockets hide. 


14 The upper Courts 1 5 to view, 
The Reſidence of GOD; 
And beaming ſtrongeſt Luſtre round 
Adorn that bleſt Abode. 


15 Tis paſt a Mortal's ken to judge 
What Seraphs felt that hour, 
When from MESSIAH's lofty Throne 


Immortal Day did pour. 


16 Now JESUS fits in Light enthron'd 
With circling Myriads round, 


While vail'd Adorers caft their Crowns 
Low on that ſacred Ground. 


N 2. 
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XCIII. His Interceſton, Heb, vii, 25, 


1 We JESUS, nigh th” eternal Throne, 
W reath'd round in Glory ſtand ! 
He rears aloft his godlike Brow, 
And waves his mighty Hand, 


2 His Lips with choiceſt Myrrh diſtil, 
There ſweet perſuaſion dwells ; 
The Church in loud reſponſive ſtrains 
Their pow'rful Rhet'rick tells, 


3 Strong moving pleas He urges faſt, 
And {preads his Arms full w ide, 
His Finger turns the Mantle by, 
And ihews his bleeding Side. 


4 His ſpeaking Wounds yet plead aloud, 
| And {till the Nail-prints ſhow ; 

| E'en Jultice liſtens to thoſe Notes 

| W hich in ſoft Numbers flow. 

| 


| | 
| | 5 Each glorious Scar can whiſper: ſtrong 
| 


In that attentive Ear, 
Theſe all prove Advocates for Man, 
And cry, yon Rebels ſpare.” 


6 Till blood divine ſhall ceaſe to ſpeak, 
1 | And Heav'n contemn its ſound, 
| Let no Deſpair for human Docts 
1 In human Hearts be found, 


7 Ye Bleſt, to whom dear JESUS! Name 
Breathes ſweet as heav'nly Balm, 
Theſe Interceſſors ſure muſt huſh 
Your anxious Thoughts to Calm, 


4 


1: JESUS, our everlaſting FRIEND, 


— 
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8 Vour FRIEND on high prefers your cauſe, 
Each Seraph hears your Name; 
And when by Breath of Envy dimm'd | 
He wipes that cauſeleſs Shame. 
9 Still as you ſigh the growing want, 
He notes it inſtant down ; 
And geek from his unbounded Store 
Is dropt the needed Boon, | 


10 Full oft He ſpells the dawning Wiſh, | 

Interprets well each Moan ; | 

And, when the Heart is pointed right, 
Miſconſtrues ne'er a Groan. 


XCIV. Another on the ſame Subject. 


Has never ſued in vain ; 
Nor thro! Etcrnity's wide Round 
Will Heav'n his Plea diſdain. | 
2 Deep-graven on his glowing breaſt 
Unnumber'd Names He bears; 


And with a ſympathetic Hand 
He bottles up their Tears, 


3 The Wiſh, that in the Womb of Thought 


As yet half-ftormed lies, 
He views at once, and marks it down. 


In Volumes of the Skies. 


4 When Guilt arraigns in angry Tone, 
And Conſcience threatens loud, 
The bold Accuſer's dumb at fight 
Of. yonder crimſon Flood, 
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5 Ye upright Few, whoſe faultring Tongues 
Oft breathe a trembling Sound, 
No ſigh you fetch is loſt in Air, 
Or falls upon the Ground, 


6 The humble Pray'r ne'er aſks in vain, 
Nor new-born Breathings die, 
E'er paſs'd Heav'n's outward Court, they 
GOD's gracious Throne on high, | reach 


While nature ſleeps, your fervent ſtrains 
Shall find their midnight way; 

Nor from the Road to JESUS” Ear 
Will warm Devotions ſtray. 


8 String well the Bow, take ſteady Aims 
Betore your Arrows fly, 
Such Shafts when wing'd by mighty faith 
Would pierce a brazen Sky, 


XCV. The Miſſion of the Holy Ghoſt, John 


xiv. 18. XVI, 7. 


1 ILL our great PATRON leave his 
As Orphans without aid, (own 
Who to retrieve them from Deſpair 
'The coltly Ranſom paid ? 


2 Docs He not ever-mindful ſtand 
Before th' eternal Throne, 
Suits to prefer from our low World, 
And {end free Pardons down p? 


3 Hence Love's grand Myſtery unfolds, 
The COMFORTER is giv'n; 
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Behold, a Nation born at once 
See Earth allied with Heav'n. 


4 What means this ſtrange Phænomenon ? 
Will GOD with Mortals dwell ? 
The Records of fair Truth conſult, 
Thoſe Oracles can tell. 


5 Was not the SPIRIT promis'd long, 
As ſtreaming from on high ? 
And Millions lifting wiſhful Eyes 


To view Salvation nigh ? 


— 


6 Were legal Cleanſings made of old 
By Water and by Fire ? 
Or did they aſk the ſprinkled Blood, 
And hallowing Oil require ? 


7 Lo! their full Virtues center deep 
In the Celeſtial DOVE; - 
While waſh'd and purified and cleans'd 
The Saints his Unction prove. 


8 Bleſt Source of Grace, on human kind 
Thy ſev'n- fold Gifts beſtow, 
Till Streams, like thoſe on Zion's Hill, 
This Wilderneſs o'erflow. 


XCVI. The Divinity, Works, and Office of the 
Spirit. 


In order of the THREE, | 
hile FATHER, SON, and SPIRIT fhew 


, E HOLY GHOST, the Third 
( 
The Source, the Stream, the Sea.) 
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2 He, Dove-like, brooding o'er th' Abyſe 

Of dark chaotic Earth, 

Inform'd the fluggiſh maſs, and hatch'd 
Creation into Birth, 


3 He too in organized Duſt 
By Heav'n's ſupreme Decree 
Inbreath'd at firſt a living ſoul 

Intelligent and free, 


4 But in Redemption's nobler Plan 
A diff'rent Wonder ſhews, | 


And GABRIEL from on high brings down. 


The Bliſs-inſpiring News; 


5 MESSIAH's Body, fram'd beneath. 
By HIS o'erſhadowing pow'r, 
Fruit of a Virgin Womb is born 
In moſt auſpicious Hour. 


6 Nor leſs the Miracle of Grace 
Wrought by his heav'nly Art, 
Oft as in human Breaſts is form'd. 
The new and fleſhly Heart. 


7 The PROMISE of the FATHER known, 
On Earth He ſtill deſcends, 
To comfort whom the SAVIOUR calls 
His Brethren and his Friends ; N 


8 To harmonize the living Stones 
Into a beauteous frame; 
Then conſecrate the Temple fair 


To found IMMANLE s fame. 
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For PENITENTS and BACKSLIDERS, 


XCVII. Confeſſion of Sin, Pſalm, xxxli. 5g. 


1 1 teeming Source of ſpreading 
Fain would my Boſom vent [ Bliſs, 
Its mournful Tale before thy face, 
And pour its ſad Complaint, 


2 My Breaſt beats mm. 0 with ſtrong remorſe, 
I bluſh with conſcious ſhame ; 


My faultring Tongue dreads to pronounce. 
- The bleſt cternal NAME, 


g With blackelt Deeds I'm clad all o'er, 
Benezth their Weight I bend ; 


To throw the pondrous Load aſide 
What fruitleſs Toil I ſpend! 


4 I ſtrive to purge the Crimſon Hue, 
Vet ſtill the ſpots remain; 

In ſorrow's Sream I nightly bathe, 
Yet {till behold the ſtain. 


5 The ſcorching Heat that boils within 
Full oft I try to cool, 


But oh! thro? all my fev'riſh Mind 
Dark Terrors ceaſcleſs roll, 


6 Kind Friends I beg with earneſt Suit 
Some Comfort to impart, 
Yet the deep Plague ſtill rages on, 
And ſore I feel its Smart, 


7 When all theſe human Efforts fail 
I look to yonder Skies, 
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Then oft there dawns a Beam of Hope 
That Heav'n will hear my Cries, 


8 Methought I heard a cheering Voice 
In gentle Whiſpers ſound, 
That Streams to purge Sin's blackeſt ſtains 
In JESUS” ſide are found, a 


9 May Mercy guide my wand'ring Eyes 
To this fair Font above, 


That in its Current I may plunge, 
And all its Virtues prove, 


XCVIII. Another on the ſame Subject, Pſalm 
li. 4. 


1 HOU SUN, who warm'ſt the human 
O! thaw my frozen pow'rs, | Heart 
That from theſe Eyelids may diſtil 
Freſh penitential ſhow'rs. 


To Thee I own the wrong; 
In Inſults bold on thy high Throne 
I Wretch perſiſted long. 


| 

| 

| Thy royal Edits ſtamp'd with Love 

| I ſparn'd with deep Diſdain; 

| Allegiance to the KING of KINGS, 

| Sad Truth! I counted vain. SO 
| 

| 

| 


4 Thy Voice without Concern I heard 
| Addreſs'd in mildeſt Tone, 
Yet from my kind Purſuer ran. 

To ruin haſt'ning on. 


2 To Thee, my GOD, my STAY, my ALL, 
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5 Warm ſhow'ring Mercies from above 

Were rain'd to melt my heart; 

| But ftill de{pis'd—tho? of thy Rod 

i Thou mad'ſt me feel the Smart, | 


, 6 Oft were thine everlaſting Arms | 
To claſp me ſpread full wide ; | 

Yet from thy bleſt embrace 1 leap'd, 
And ſought from Thee to hide, 


7 Conſcience within my 8 Breaſt 
Heav'd many a painful Sigh, 

Its Home upbraidings I ſuppreſs'd, 
And ſtrove to drown its Cry. 


8 Heav'n's ſweeteſt Boons I turn'd to Gall, 
With its own Bleſlings fought, 
While ev'ry morn, new-wing'd with Gifts, 
New Guilt to me ſtill brought, 


XCIX. Imploring Forgiveneſs, Plalm xxv, 11, 


2 LEST GOD, Thou art ſupremely good 
B And righteous is thy Will; FI 
The Trophies of thy matchleſs Love 

Heav'n's boundleſs Regions fill. 


2 My Guilt now wears affrighting Look, 
My Crimes I dread to view ; 
Let Mercy's placid Brow confront, 
And change their crimſon hue, 


g Why ſhould thine Arm Omnipotent 
Be rais'd againſt a Worm ? 
Why round a puny Mortal's Head 
Raiſe ſuch a mighty Storm ? 
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4 Tho' ſtill beneath thy Stroke I' pine, 2 
Iwill prove no joyous Sight 
When thy all-pitying Eye looks down 
From Heav'n's unmeaſur'd Height. 


5 My howlings from Hell's dreary Dome 
Nouyht to thy Throne will bring; 
But by var'd, and rais'd to dwell above, 
ny w armeſl Praiſe I'll ſing, 


6 'Twere more than juſt to forge my Chains, | 

And ſeal my endleſs Woe ; 14 
But how ſhall Mercy then be heard, | 

Or godlike Yearnings ſhow ? | 

7 Thy Foes beneath will loud blaſpheme, 
And triu mph at the hght, 5 

| If with an unrelenting Hand 

| Thou plunge me deep in Night, 


8 Enroll me in the Page of Life, 
And Angel- Holts above 6 

| High Hallelujahs ſhall reſound 1 
| In Honor of thy Love. 


9 Some finiſh'd Manſion near the Throne F 
As yet may vacant ſtand ; 17 
Deign, LORD. to add me to the Liſt 
Of that adoring Band. 


C. On the ſame Subject. 


2 ENEATH thy highly-injur'd Throne 
| Permit a wretch to lie; 
| O may all-gracious Heav'n attend 


My penitent:al Cry, 


TC 
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2 LORD, break that dread entail of Woe 
Paſt in thy Court above : 
To pardon is the higheſt Act 
Becomes the GOD of Love, 


3 Unbend, MOST HIGH, thy awful Brow, 
Nor once thine Arm make bare; 

- Thyſelf from thy unpleaſing Work 
6 condeſcend to ſpare. 


4 To wreak juſt Vengeance on thy Foes 
Is but thy ſtrange Employ; 
Nor unregretting can thine Arm 
Thy Workmanſhip deſtroy. 


5 TIwould counteract thy Scheme of Love 
To marr my guilty frame, 
Since to drink deep the Cup of Bliſs 
Kind Heav'n hath form'd the ſame, 


6 Thy Threats the flagrant Rebel chace 


Who ſcorns his heart to yield; 
But thy imperial Throne protects 
Who humbly quits the Field. 


7 Forgive, and win this ſtubborn Heart 


For ever to thy Breaſt; 
No Bindings hold like grateful Ties, 
The Cords of Love are beſt. 


8 To ſmile on me might ſeem to ſtain 
Thy bright eternal Crown; 
But am I not as far beneath 


JEHOVAH's angry Frown 7 
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9 Thy Grandeur infinite which ſtamps 
My Guilt of deeper Dye, 
Yet bids me hope—for 'gainſt a Mite 
How ſhall thine Arrows fly ? 


CI. The Prodigal Son's Prayer, Luke 
XV, 18, 


| 
| 1 13 in Heav'n, I own the wrong 
Againſt thy GODHEAD done, 
Thy Gifts I ſhamefully deſpis'd, 
And ſpurn'd thy lofty Throne, 


2 How early in the downward Path 
With eager ſteps I trod, 
Regardleſs, tho' thy. gracious Hand 
| Mark'd out another Road! 
3 Woo'd by a kind indulgent GOD 
| My Breaſt was all of Steel ; 
To thy Expoitulations deaf, 
Tho? tender of my Weal. 


4 I dar'd thy Threat'nings to defy, 

| Oppos'd thy ſov'reign Will, 

|| OrFerleapt the Barrier of thy Law, 
il And forward ruſh'd to ill. 


5 *Gainſt Thee, gainſt Reaſon, and mylclt 
| I hatch'd the impious Thought ; 
In ſpite of thine Almighty Arm 

The ſhameful Deed I wrought. 


6 Soon weary of parental Care 
| From thy Reſtraints I broke, 
Unanxious tho' my lawleſs Courſe 


Thy Juſtice ſhould provoke, 


— — 
—— ao erin” ren 


' 


| 
; 


| 
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7 'Twere juſt from Life's fair Regiſter 
My worthleſs Name to blot ; 
Nor durſt I murmur, if thy Wrath 
Conſume me on the Spot. 


8 Within thy Houſe I bluſh to aſk 
A lowly menial place, 
And if Thou rank me there the laſt, 
»Twill prove unequall'd Grace, 


ci. The Inſufficiency of human Righteouſneſs» 
Mic. vi. 6, 8. 


1 fe what Attire muſt I approach 
His Seat, who dwells on high? 
Or bow before his awful Throne 
Who fills Immenſity ? 


2 Shall I blow up the hallow'd flame 
And make his Temple ſmoke, 
While the devoted Lamb draws near 

To meet the fatal Stroke ? 
3 Or ſhall I dip my guilty Hands 
Deep in the crimſon Flood ? 
And ſprinkle round the kindling Pile 
The Virgin-Heifer's Blood ? 


4 Or ſhall the bleating Flocks that graze 
O'er the wide-ſpreading Mead, 
Be led from all the Paſtures round, 
. And at his Altar bleed ? 


5 Or muſt the fruitful Olive pour 
Her fat libations down, 
O 2 


— —ñ—4—äẽů — — 
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And thro' ten thouſand Channels flow 
To yield my GOD a Boon ? 


6 What if t' appeaſe Almighty Wrath 
My ſmiling Suckling die, 
Or if the Firſt-born for my Sins 
A breathleſs Victim lie ? 


7 Not e'en ten thouſand ſmoking Worlds 
Could my Atonement prove, 
Nor once a frowning GOD on high 
From his juſt Purpoſe move, 


| 
| 
| 8 From off the everlaſting Hills 
| 


Heav'n's ſpotleſs LAMB was ſlain, 
Whoſe deep-dy'd vital Streams alone 
Can purge Sin's mortal Stain. 


9 Since Mercy bids the troubled Breaſt 
Its riſing fears forego, 
Still hears each penitential Cry, 
And mitigates each Woe ; 


— 
IS ANN — 


| 10 Henceforth with Thee, my gracious GOD, 
| My humble * move, 

| And may my Boſom, ſtill like Thine, 

| To others piteous prove, 


n In even Scales of Juſtice poiz'd 

Myſelf as others weigh, | 
Still bythe Touchſtone Heav'n vouchſafes 

[| Each Thought, Word, Action try. 


— 


—— 
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CIII. Seeking Reft in CHRIST, Jer, iii, 22. 


: T Od have I wander'd from my GOD 
Along Deſtruttion's Brink ; 
With heedleſs gon {tumbled on 


Where Thouſands hourly fink, 
2 To Clefts of an eternal ROCK 


Fain would I now aſpire, 
And waft me thro' the yielding Air 
On Wings of ſtrong Deſire. 


3 On yonder Point where Seraphs fit 
Juſt o'er their downy Reſt, 
High on thoſe everlaſting Hills 
I ſeek my endleſs Rell, 


4 Like NOAll's Dove, I long have ſtray'd 
O'er Tratts of mighty ſpace ; 
But now within the heav'nly Ark 
I ſeek ſome humble Place, 


5 Methinks, all angry Frowns diſpers'd 
I ſee the Face Divine; 
I ſee his Brow immortal crown'd 


All bright with Glory ſhine, 


6 Parental Yearnings warm his Brealt, 
His Arms are ſtretched wide; 
Soft Pity from his Eyelids drops, 
Full Pardons from his Side, 


7 Behold, He ſits pavilion'd high 
On Mercy's ſplendid Cloud ; 
Thence raining all the Earth around 
The {weet-enriching Flood, . 
03 
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8 O may my Heart expand to catch 
The Heav'n-deſcending Show'r 

And all its wide capacious Banks 
With Streams of Love run o'er, 


CIV. Embracing the Offer of Mercy, Iſaiah 


XII. 1. 


1 AKE wing, ye dark deſpairing Clouds 
T No more my Soul infeſt: , 
Beneath a Sky ſerene and bright 

My Mind ſhall calmly reſt, 


2 Now, now Sin's long-unhealing Wounds 
Begin full faſt to cloſe: 
My Heart reviv'd beats high with Hope 
And buries former Woes, 


3 Down from the Paradiſe of Bliſs 
The heavenly Balm diſtills; 
Its bleſſed Stream my mental Pow'rs 
With Health and Vigor fills, 


4 My Deeds, which loud for Vengeance 
In dark Oblivion ſleep; { call'd 
No Voice ſhall hence their Slumbers break, 
Or raiſe them from that Deep. 


Heav'n lacks its Thunders, thrills no more 
The Lightning's awful Glare ; 

No more all black remorſeful Guilt 
Full in my Viſage ſtare, 


6 What tho! by Juſtice? ſtrict Award 


I once was doom'd to Death, 
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High on the Tree my SAVIOUR hung, 
F or me reſign'd his Breath. 


Black Terrors all around him flew, 
E He drank unmingled Fire; 
»Twas then his Souf did melt before 
That ALtt-Consuminc FIRE. 


8 By all theſe dread unheard of Pangs 
My Ranſom's fully paid ; 
JEHOVAH's once uplifted Hand 
Is now completely ſtay'd. 


9 Sweet heav'nly Peace! henceforward lodge 
Within this tranquil Breaſt ; 
TX And thou, bleſt COMFOR VER, deſcend 
YN _ To be my conſtant Gueſt, 


CV. A Backſlider returning to GOD, Luke 


xv. 19. 


1 allow that tender Name, 
Nor diſregard my Cries; 

; A Wretch, who ſtain'd the ſtile of Son, 
d | Low at thy footſtool lies, 

2 


2 Is Pity blotted from thy Breaſt ? 
Can Heav'n forget to love ? 


* - When Ruin graſps its worthleſs Child, 
Will it regardleſs prove? 


3 Durſt I this bluſhing Forehead raiſe, 
Some Plea I fain would urge, 

„Till harneſs'd Vengeance ſhould difartn, 

And drop its angry Scourge, 
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4 What tho' I'm crimſon'd o'er with Guilt, 
Has Heav'n no whitening Dye p 
The Saints above, tho' waſh'd therein, 
Did not the Fountain dry, 


5 Thy Sun ſtill ſmiling Nature cheers, 
His Rays unleſſen'd dart; 
Sure Thou, who fill'ſt that Lamp of Day, 
Wilt freer Beams impart, 3 


6 Let not my Crimes thy Thunders rouſe, 
Or make thy Anger flame : 
Nought but the razing out ſuch Deeds 
Can ſpread thy Mercy's fame, 4 


Let not Compaſſion's flowing Streams 
Thoſe upper Worlds forſake ; 
Nor let the boundleſs Sea of Grace 
Of Pity ſhew a Lack, 5 


8 Tho' I have loſt my duteous frame, \ 
And quench'd all filial Love, 
Let not my FATHER's Boſom freeze, 16 
Or unparental prove: 


9 The more I'm plung'd in helliſh Guilt, 
| Thy Grace will ſhine the more; 
And Saints, while endleſs Ages roll, 
With louder Strains adore, 7 


FOR BELIEVERS, 
CVI. Praiſe for forgiving Mercy, Pſalm 8 


ciii. 13. 
1 BE gone, ye grim, ill-boding Fears, 
No more dilturb my Mind; 


——˖ 
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Fly, all ye Miſts of dark Diſtruſt, 
As Duſt before the Wind. 


2 My GOD with his eternal Pen 
Has daſh'd my Treaſons out, 
And from my late deſpairing Mind 
Diſpel'd each riſing Doubt, 


g My Sins He tore from off my Breaſt, 
And plung'd them deep in Night; 
Nor ſhall they from their darkſome Grave 
Again ſpring up to light. 
4 The Sun, that marks his way from Eaſt 
To Welt along the Sky, 
Ne'er journey'd yet ſo far abroad 
As where they buried lie, 


5 He pour'd them in the diſtant Sea 
Ten thouſand Fathoms deep ; 
* There from the keeneſt Glance of Man 


They in Oblivion ſleep. 
6 As when the low-hung wand'ring Clouds 


From fanning Breezes flee, 
Inſtant the blue etherial ſpace 
All azure-dy'd we ſee; 


7 So theſe o'erſhadowing Miſts of Sin 
That moment diſappear'd, 
When of a kind relenting GOD 
The melting Voice they heard, 


8 O may my ev'ry Pow'r to Him 
Unwearied Tribute bring ; 


And, while my Date of Being laſts, 
His ceaſeleſs Praiſes ſing. 


— — ————ͤ¶ͤä— 
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CVII. Gratitude for divine Mercies, Pſalm 


cxvi. 16, 17, 


1 BY ſacred Ties to gracious Heav'n 
Is my Allegiance due; 
Each paſſing Moment round my Heart 
Wreathes Bindings ſtill anew, 


2 Thine, great JEHOVAH, only thine 
And thine I would be ſtill: 
*I hold each perquilite of Life 
By Tenure of thy Will. 


3 Thy potent Hand firſt brought me forth 
From darkſome Womb of night, 
And decks my ſoul with faireſt Robes 

Meet for the Land of Light. 


4 Ten thouſand Comforts ſweeten Life, 
And make its Draught go down ; 
Soon as its Stream is fully ebb'd, 
Thou wilt with better crown. 


5 Thine too by ſtill a higher Bond, 
Redemption's N Right; 
Thou ſav'ſt me from the jaws of Hell, 
And put'ſt Deſpair to flight. 


6 Were ] to ſtall the luſty Droves 

| That o'er Earth's Paſtures tread, \ 

They could not pay my Debt of Love 
Tho' ſlaughter'd in my ſtead, 


An Heart replete with grateful Vows, 
O'erwhelm'd with conſcious Shame, 


— —— — — 
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Is all the Off ring made at once 
That Heav'n vouchſafes to claim. 


8 Let Him, who paid my Ranſom down, 
Hence ev'ry Pow'r employ ; 

I his Soul Thoubought'it with pain extreme 

| To Thee I yield with Joy. 


9 Thine, LORD, I ſay, for ever thine, 
Thine by unalt'ring Choice, 
When this pale Hand is cold in Death, 
And loſt this fault'ring Voice. 


CVIII. Complaining of Inconflancy, 


Rom, Vil, 21. 


1 AS me ! beneath a feeble Wing 
I'm flutt'ring here below; 
And of Religion's joyful Noon 
| The Dawning faintly know. 
2 How oft I bend my Bow to dart 
An ardent Wiſh on high ! 


But (till the ſlack'ning String gives Way 
Before the Arrow fly, | 


p When my wide-ſlraggling Thoughts I 
And call my Wiſhes home, [check 
The Wand'rers come but flowly in, 
Nay ſometimes farther roam, 


Mid ſacred Moments vain Deſires 
Too often dare to rove, 

High on the Top of Folly's Mount, 
Or thro! the airy Grove. 


— — — — — 
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5 That ſolemn Hour I ſtrive to ſhut 
The Gates that guard the Mind ; 
1 So might I lock the angry North, 
1 Or priſon falt the Wind, 


6 Of human Things I ſlack my hold 
To graſp at the divine, 

) That hour round worldly Vanitics 

My Heart docs faſter twine, KS, 


7 What tho” in penſive Mood I ſpurn 
Earth's Baubles with diſdain, 
My Boſom warms, and to my Breaſt 5 
I preſs them cloſe again, 
8 Full oft I wiſh to ſoar above, 
Celeſtial Joys to know, 
But ſeldom find my Reliſh gone 6 
For taſteleſs Sweets below, 


9 All my Inconſtancy to Thee, 
O LORD, 1s fully known ; 
Be thine then to redreſs the Ill, 
And thine the Praiſe alone. 7 


CIX, Comfort for weak Believers, 
Iſaiah xlii. 3. 


2 Spark ſtruck from the Rock divine 
Firſt lights Religion's flame, l 
And on cold Hearths of human Hearts 
Heav'n keeps alive the ſame. 


{ 2 No Marvel its bright Blaze decays, 
| And Fire lo ſacred dies, 


— —— - 


— — — 
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When Hell to quench the infant Coal 
Ten thouſand Engines plies. 


3 But be not ſad, ye drooping Souls, 
This Heat who early knew, 
Tho' now beneath thick Embers hid, 
"Twill ſoon be blown anew, 


4 The Breath, that kindled yonder Sun, 
And clears the Lamps of Night, 
Will ſtir afreſh that heav'nly flame, 

And bid it burn more bright. 


5s When like the tender flax it ſmokes, 
And forms the circling Cloud, 
He will not quench the new-born Spark, 
He loves the Dawn of Good. 


6 'Tis JESUS an the human Mind 
Begets each pious Thought ; 
By Him from out the op'ning Womb 
Each heav'nly Wiſh is brought, 


7 Sure then this Offspring of a GOD 
Will not * lic ; | 
Their prowens Parent from above 
Will hear their infant Cry, 


8 If from thy Mind the fainteſt Dawn 
Has chac'd immoral Night, 
Still hope, that an eternal Day 
Will ſhed its Noon-tide Light, 


P 
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cx. The Man CHRIST, a Shadow and || * 


Rock. Iſai. xxxii. 2. 


WIV TAP eſts rave with wild Up- 
And ſtrip th e Foreſt's Pride, | roar, 
Beneath the Covert of the MAN 

In ſafety I abide, 


2 When blackning Storms are muſter'd up 
To pour their Rage around, 
I he 3 his ſh chring Wing, 
And fearleſs hear the Sound, 


3 There Thunders of Omnipotence 
My ſhaded Head ſhall ſpare, 
Nor will the Hand of Vengeance ſtrike, 
Altho' its Arm were bare, 


4 When Juſtice aim'd the fatal Blow, 1 
And brandiſh'd high its Spear, 
To Clefts of this eternal ROCK 


| I tremblingly drew near. 
5 Now hous'd from all- ſurrounding Ills, 


I from my Shelter view 4 
The Arrows of Almighty Wrath 
O'ertake the thoughtleſs Crew. 


| | No fervid Ray ſhall pierce this Screen 

| Beneath whoſe ſhade I reſt ; 

Nor ſhall the mould'ring Hand of Time 
Its folid Baſe moleſt. 


Ye Sons of Slumber, look above, 
Behold the low-hung Clouds 

Juſt buriting with tremendous Roar, 

And pouring vengeful floods, 
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| 8 Before the Tempeſt ſweep you down 


Attempt this mighty Hold; 
Dread no Repulſe; this wondrous MAN 
Now bids the Doors unfold, _. 


CI. The impoveriſhed Saint rejoicing in 


GOD. Fab. iii. 17, 18. 
HAT tho” perpetual Winter ſpread 


Its frozen Horrors round ; 
And in its icy Chains lock faſt 
The plenteous teeming Ground ; 


2 What tho' the Figtree do not bud, 
Nor wonted Bloſſoms blow, 
What tho? the ſpreading tendril Vine 
Her gen'rous Juice forego; 


3 Altho' the Olive's unctuous fruit 
Forbear to yield its Oil, 
And barren Fields, with grainleſs Ears 
Reward the Tiller's Toil; 


4 Altho' the empty Stall no more 
The Herd for Slaughter hold, 
And ſportive Lambs no more be ſeen 
To friſk around the Fold ; 


5 Life's upper uncreated SPRING 
Runs in no Seaſon dry, | 
When Comfort's nether Streams wa 
It bubbles up on high. | 
6 Thence ſhall unfading Joys deſcend 
To crown ** my Choice 3 
P 2 
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And all my ſprightly blooming Pow'rs 
In ISRAEL'S GOD rejoice, 


cxII. Liſe and Safety in CHRIST alone. 
John vi. 68. 


1 WW FEE ſhall the helpleſs Sons of 
| For their Protection fly? [Men 
If Thou, JEHOVAH JESUS known, 
Thy Shelter ſhould'ſt deny p 


2 O! whither ſhall the Guilty run 
But to ſweet Mercy's Spring ? 
And to the Rock, whence they were hewn, 
With zealous Ardor cling ? 


| g Where ſhould benighted Mortals turn 
But to the Source of Day ? 
And in thy View ſtretch forth each Pow'r 
To meet thy warming Ray ? 


4 Along both Sides this Vale of Tears 

| From flow'r to flow'r I rov'd ; 

| Their gaudy Leaves ſtill mock'd my Hopes, 
| And empty Shadows prov'd. 


| 5 Now to the Leaves of Life's fair Tree 
On feeble Wing I ſoar, 

| Whenee Angels ſuck delicious Draughts, 

| And Nature's GOD adore, 


| 6 Let Love divine conduct my Way, 
To bring a Wand'rer home; 
And hold me by its pleaſing Bands 
| That I no more may roam. 


| 
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+ Here is my beſt, my fare Reſource, 

With Thee, my LORD, to ſtay, 

Quite thro' Life's Pilgrimage below 
To everlaſting Day, 


8 From thy all-lib'ral Hand ſupply 

| Each Vacancy I feel ; 

From Him, who bought eternal Life, 
1 hope for endleſs Weal. 


CXIII, CHRIST our Shepherd. 
Pſal. xxiii. 


1 B a broad uncloſing Eye 
Thro' verdant Meads 1 ſtray, 
Secure, while with a Shepherd's Care 
My JESUS leads the Way, 


2 Directed by his palt'ral Staff 
I paſs my wee date hours, 
Near where the ſilent winding Brook 
Its cryital Current pours. 


9 When Day peeps forth, I venture out 
By Morn's ſweet Fragrance led, 
O'er Hills, where Flocks promiſcuous move, 
And nip the new-born Blade. | 


4 If fervid Noon ſhoot down its Ray 
And cauſe the Herds to low; 
IMMANUEL leads to ſoft Retreat 


Where cooling Zephyrs blow. 


5 What tho”. I tread the darkſome Vale 
Where Death's cold Waters run, 
, P 3 
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Led by his Handy I'll ford thoſe Streams, g ( 
And ev'ry Peril ſhun, | 


6 When Winter blaſts the Meadow's Pride, 4 


And ſweeps the flow'ry Plains, 
He'll point me to fome warmer Clime 4 
Safe from impetuous Rains. | | 


7 Houſe me before theſe Blaſts arrive ; 
I truſt thy . Skill, 


To guide to Folds of Paradiſe 8 
From all ſurrounding III. 
8 No Wolves o'erleap their cryſtal Fence 
Full in the SHEPHERD's Eye; 8 
Nor need thoſe Lambs from rav'ning Foes 6 


With haſty Footſleps fly. 


9 O'er ſunny everlaſting Hills 
With Streams of Joy between, 5 
I'll range in yonder World above 7 
Thro* Paſtures ever- green. 


cxiv. 0 ! that 1 knew where 1 might find 
Him, Job. xxiii. 3· : bh 


4 E Dwellers on the Coaſts of Bliſs, 
My wand'ring Footſteps guide 
To Z ion's everlaſting Hills, | 
If there my GOD abide, | 


2 O] could 1 catch one cheering Glance 
Of his enliv'ning Ray, 
My preſent Gloom would clear apace, 
And bring a joyous Day! 
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is, g Could I deſcry the ſacred Spot 
Where his Pavilion ſtands, 

And hear the Hallelujahs riſe 
From yon angelic Bands! 


4 To right and left I eager ſtray 
And hope his Seat to gain, 
Yet with a downcafſt Brow return, 
And find my Labour vam, 


5 Ye Winds, that waft JEHOV AH's Throne 
Thro' Tratts of boundleſs Space, 
Say, where its Pillars now are ſtay'd, 
Where ſhow'rs his wonted Grace. 


6 Ye radiant Guardy, that wheel around, 
4 Your circling Ranks ſpread wide, 
I want an Audience of your PRINCE, 
And you withdrawn aſide. 


71 long to ſpread my dawning Thoughts 
Full in his piercing Eye, 
But care not that ereated Minds 
' Theſe riſing Buds eſpy. 


8 No human Ear my Plaint ſhall hear, 
None but'my-GOD ſhall know, 
What Bubblings from the Heart's dark 
Each moment ceaſeleſs flow, | ſprings 


9 That hour I'll muſter various Pleas, 
And at his footitool lie, 
Till He, that human woe diſpels, 
Shall liſten to my Cry. b 


p—— — — — - * In 
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CXV+ Light in Darkneſs, or godly Sorrow, | 


preparatory to true Foy, Pal. xcvii. 11. 
1 () f 'tis a darkſome Hemiſphere 


In which we Mortals move; 
But Brighter Day is ſpreading faſt 
Thro' all the worlds of Love. 


2 This paſſing Life is but Man's Spring: 
His Seed Heav'n bids Him ſow; 
Like as He ſcatters 'mong theſe Clods 
Such in that World will grow. 


E'n now for Fav'rites of the Skies 
Are dropt the Seeds of light, 

Which cannot pierce the cov'ring Cruſt 
Beneath the Shades of Night, 


4 Our reaping Time's beyond the Grave ; 
here waves th' inriching Crop: 

While ſtanding in this. back ward Clime 
Nought fills our Hand but Hope. 


5 Each hour a warm wide-ſtretched Wing 
Broods o'er the juſt's Delights, 
But, c'er it hatch thoſe tender Joys, 
A warmer Sun invites, 
6 Let no deſpairing Thoughts ariſe 
To ſee th' unſpringing Field; 
When the appointed Seaſon comes, 
Rich Harveſt it will yield. 


7 Then laden'd Ears of Gladneſs hang 
From Seeds of Sorrow ſprung, 


wy, | 
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Long ſteept in Tears, and from its Stream 
With painful Labour wrung. 
8 Unthought of Increaſe all around 
Shall bleſs the raviſh'd Band : 
All o'er the Fields of Paradiſe 
The Sheaves of Joy ſhall ſtand. 


lg Eternity will ſcarce ſuffice 


} 
; 


E 
* 
>» 
be ©, 
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. 


To reap that Harveſt down: 
Freſh-blooming Flow'rs from Zion's Plains 
Their cheerful Brows ſhall crown. 


CXVI. —_— againſt Calumny. 
P 


„ Ixix. 20. 


£1 \ \ THAT tho' the ſharp invenom'd 
4 Its rankeſt Poiſon dart; | Tongue, 
Tho' of my wounded bleeding Fame 
I feel the cauſeleſs {mart ; 


2 My Reputation, like the Roſe, 
Slander's fell Breath may blaſt ; 
One Whiſper o'er a harmleſs Name 
The deepeſt Stain will caſt. 


3 Yet He, who ſees my riſing Heart 
The Crime alledg'd abhor, 
Will ſoon theſe Chppings of my Fame 
With Uſury reſtore. 


4 Bear up, my Soul, a Hand divine 
Obliterates each Blot, 
Nor will it on the guiltleſs Brow 
Leave one remaining Spot. 


. 
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5 Then let my Heart its aching ceaſe ] 
When Malice aims her blow ; 
The Arrows, that diſturb its peace, ( 
Are ſhot from Envy's Bow. 
6 Let not the Wound, tho“ unprovok'd, 7 
Once ſet my Mind on Edge; 'F 
Nor let the Waves of boiling Hate Bl Þ 


Within my Boſom rage. 
7 But hear, my Soul, thy PATRON's 


Proclaim with folemn Air; Voice 
« Suppreſs each Working of Revenge, 
„ Each Breath of Anger ſpare, 


8 « Let Juſtice wreak the Vengeance due; 
„There make thy calm Appeal; | 

« Then Judgmentlike the Noon-day Light 
% Impartial Heav'n will deal. 


“ Quit not the Path by Truth preſcrib'd 
% Tho” thro? Reproach it he, 

&© When bit by Slander's cank'ring Tooth 
%% Ne'er from thy Duty fly. 


10 © Integrity, that knows no Bluſh, 
„% Within thee conſtant dwell, 
« Then ſhall the laſt great Day abſolve 
n Before Heav'n, Earth, and Hell. 


CXVII. qt is better to fall into the Hands of 
GOD, than of Man. 1 Chron. xxl. 13. 
HEN from the Fold of Life I ſtray, 
And in the Deſert roam, 
O Thou, who tend'ſt angelic Flocks, 
That hour recal me home, 
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If at the filken Cords of Love 
My ſtubborn Neck ſhall ſpurn, 

Or at thy kind Reſtraints repine 
Reluctant to return; 


z Then deign to plait thy knotted Scourge, 
| Nor ſpare thy chaſt'ning Rod ; 
But let it ſtill be kept in Hand 

Of an indulgent GOD, 


ce | 4 Bid not a Mortal count my Stripes, 
= Sure to inflif full Tale, 
And with a ſtern reſentful Brow 
Unpitying Strokes to deal, 


Or if the Envy-poiſon'd Tongue 
But once its Venom dart, 

What healing Hand can pour the Balm 
To caſe the throbbing Smart ? 


But when conſtrain'd to lift thy Hand, 
Compaſlion guides the Stroke; 

Oft e'er thy Thunders burſt the Cloud, 
The angry Bolts are broke, 


If one Hand ſmite, the other ſtill 
| For Man's Support is lent ; 
Yea, oft Thou calleſt back thy Threats, 
Still ready to relent. 


To ſtrike is not thy Pleaſure LORD, 
Till gentler Means are try'd ; 

Thou long'ſt to fee thy Child return, 
And throw the Rod aſide. 
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CXVIII. Submifion under Aflliion, 


11. 10. 


i ROM GOD's all-bounteous Hand on 
4 Life's lambent flame was lent; high 
And all its Bleſſings from his Stores 

Each fleeting hour are ſent, 


2 Not mine theſe healthful balmy Gales 
That thro' my Noſtrils blow, 
Which cauſe the circling Tide of Life 
Thro' all its Streams to flow. 
3 Should Heav'n becalm the gentle Breath 
That ſwells Life's ſpreading Sail, 
Command my Pulſe to beat its laſt, 
And vital Warmth to fail ; 


4 Tis GOD recalls his rightful own, 
And redemands his Breath, 
To fetch again that precious Loan 
He ſends his Herald, Death, 


5 That Cup for Mortals mixed up 


Is oft with Bitters fraught ; 2 T 
Yet Heav'n with various ſweet'ning Drops 
Oft blends th' unpleatng Draught. 1. 
6 Tho' theſe withheld, ſhall peeviſh Man 
Refuſe the Streams to fip p g N 


Or vent -unreafonable:plaints 
When Bitters touch his Lip P 


7 Yet ft his Countenance looks ſour 
When ought the Palate grates ; 
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Each pleaſant Morſel ſwallows down, 


But harſher Phyſic hates, 
s But ſhall we reach a cheerful Hand 
on To meet Heav'n's welcome Boon, 
gh Yet in a ſullen Mood repine 


Becauſe the Comfort's gone ? 


9 No! bleſſed be the Spring of good, 

| When He his Gifts beſtows; 

| When thro” wide Channels, cut by Love, 
All round his Bleſſing flows. 


10 Nor leſs let grateful Praiſe abound 
h When Comforts take their Wing; 

Tho' ev'ry Morn, and ev'ry Eve 

Succeſſive Croſſes bring. 


CXIX. Another, Heb. xxii. 5. 


I. E {till, my lab'ring troubled Breaſt, 
Each murm'ring Thought forego ; 
Nor let a Tide of Diſcontent 
Within thy Boſom flow, 


2 The Bow by Hand divine was bent 
ps That ſhot this piercing Dart; | 
*Twas from on high the Arrow flew 
Which gives this painful ſmart, 


J No random Strokes are ever aim'd | 
Blind Man ſees not the Hand: 
Yea, tho' from Earth the Croſs ſhould 
It grows at Heav'n's Command, [ ſpring, 
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4 Still Wiſdom bends the needful Yoke 
That wreathes the Neck of Man, 


To fix the Wand'rer to the Beam 13 1 
Who from his Service ran. 
5 If oft thy choiceſt Comforts droop 1 
Juſt when they reach their Prime, 
Ils He who nips the flatt'ring Bud 1,1 
At Heav'n's appointed Time, 1 
6 The prickly Briers that hedge thy Path | . 
By his Permiſſion ſpread ; | 
Nor is that Thorn thou fee} ſt ſo ſore s I 


Without his Knowledge bred, 


7 Tho' oft with Bitters charged high 
Thou ſpurn th' unſav'ry Cup; | 
*Twere beſt to drink it, and avow 1 6 | 
„ Kind Mercy mix'd it up.“ 
8 Submiſs beneath his Sceptre bend, 
And kiſs his waving Rod; 
E'n when deep frowns o'ercaſt his Brow, 17 
Revere a chaſt'ning GOD. 


CXX. The Pleaſantneſs of Religion. 


Prov. iii. 17. 8 


1 ory balmy Gales breathe ſweet around 
Religion's peaceful way; 
Bright Lamps on high {till o'er it blaze, 
And ſhed perpetual Day. 9 


2 Delightful Whiſpers heard within 
The Breaſt with Tranſports fili, 


V. 


| 


6 
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And noify Paſſion's clam'rous Din 
To inſtant Calmnefs ſtill, 


g Tho' prickly Thorns at times beſet 
The Path that leads to GOD, 
The Journeyers thro? each Age atteſt 
It is a joyous Road, 


14 What tho! it oft lies up the Steep 
Beneath a fcorching Ray, 
Yet ProſpeRs there divinely ſweet 
The Labor more than pay. 


E Behind what beauteous Sights repaſs 
Before the good Man's View, 
Oft as He ſees amidſt all harms 
His ſteps ſafe-guided through! 


6 He ſees the everlaſting Hills 


In all their Verdure riſe; 
And round their Sides the bliſsful Plain 
Far, far extended lies. 


7 His future happy Bow'r unfolds 
With ſplendor brighten'd round ; 
Where Hallelujahs to the Throne 


From ev'ry Tongue reſound, 


8 Sometimes the envious ſpreading Cloud 
That diſtant Land may hide ; 
Yet conſtant in this peaceful Road 
His Footſteps {till abide. 


9 If at the Storm his Fa e droop, 
Heav'n's Conſolations cheer, 


Until the darkly-veiled Skies — 
Once more begin to clear. 


22 
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10 But oh! his Sun all-radiant ſets 
At Life's bright Ev'ning's Cloſe ; | 

While Joy, that human Thought tranſcends, 
Through all his Boſom flows, | 


CXXI. Praying for Support through Life, Þ 
and an happy Death. Pſal. Ixxi. 18, 


1 LMIGHTY GOD, whoſe potent 
Props all the Worlds on high, | Word 
Beneath whoſe Wing Heav'n's num'rous 


For conſtant ſhelter fly, [ Holts 


2 Permit a Mite that breathes in duſt 
On Thee, great STAY, to lean, 
While ſhaken by perpetual Rubs 
Thro' Life's uneven, ſcene, 


3 All Pillars elſe will crumble down, 
Nay, prove a bruiſed Reed; 
Too weak from threat'ning Harms to ſcreen, 
Or prop my ſinking Hcad, 


4 Pale-viſag'd Age is marching faſt 
To meet me on the Way, 
Whole Hand will knead me bitter Bread, 


And dye my Locks with grey, 


5 At once from Pills now {weeten'd o'er 
The Varniſh He will ſtrip : 
No languid Sweets in Life's low Cup 
Will then be left to ſip. 


6 Soon as theſe mortal Comforts ebb 
May Joys celeſtial flow ; 
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Delights of more than mortal Taſte 
Freſh op'ning to my View, 


ds, 7 When underneath the Load of Years 
Thou ſee'ſt my Shoulders bend, 

From deadlier Weight of moral Ills, 

e, Great GOD, my Soul defend! 


8 While Vigor beats in ev'ry pulſe, 

And Health plays britk around, 

"Id Still loyal to my heav'nly KING 
us May l each Day be found. 


its 9 Long as fair Days of Life befriend 
p Thy favor I'll purſue, 
And dh! thy fulleſt Joys ſupply 
When Joys of Time are few. 


C XXII. On a Father's loſs of an only Child. 
Job 1 l, 21, 


n, Br be the Hand outſpread ſo wide 
To pour its favors down, 
Whole Bleflings freſh each riſing Day 
My peaceful Dwelling crown, 
, 2 Thee too with grateful Strains I praiſe 


Who doſt at times recall, 
And of thy own take back a part, 
Who gav'it me firſt my all. 


3 The riſing San oft ſaw me glad 
By what Oy Mercy ſent ; 
Q 3 
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And now ſhall ſee me patient yield 
What Heav'n ſo long has lent, 


4 Oft when the Bleſling takes its Wing, 
And bids a long adieu, 
Faſt flow our Tears ; our peeviſh Hearts 
Their blaſted Comforts rue. 


5 Why ſigh, altho' one Stream decay, 
When the bleſt Ocean flows, 
Still rolling an eternal Tide 
To crown our largeſt Vows? 


6 Altho' one nether Spring runs dry, 
My GOD has ſeen it meet; 
And from ſome other Fountain ſoon 
Can ſend me Streams as ſweet. 


7 This dear Delight thy. Hand has cropt 
Did at thy bidding ſpread ; 
How fit, that when thy Time was come, 
Thy Breath ſhould ſtrike it dead ! 


8 Thou gav'ſt it, and my Heart was glad, 
Methought 'twas wing'd with Love ; 
Now, when thou call'ſt it back again, 
Still kinder it may prove, 


9 Short-ſighted Man no Danger ſces 
Beyond the paſſing hour; 
Tho? Clouds of ill were black'ning round 
Full o'er his Head to pour, | 


10 
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10 Thy wiſc all-bounteous Love aſſign'd 
One Mercy to my Share; | 
Bleſt be the Hand that takes its own, 
Nor did my Darling ſpare, 


CXXIII. O that I had the Wings of a Dove, 
Sc. Pſalm Iv. 6. 


1 HEN ſhall I burſt th' incruſting 
Shell | 
That I to Life may ſpring ? 
Haſte, Death, from this my panting Heart 
The vital Juices wring. 
2 Thrice happy Dove, that from its Foe 
Can waft itſelf on high, 
While I within a Grate of Senſe 
In earthly Fetters lie! 


3 I long to ſee my Plumage grown 
That I may fledge my Wing; 
And to the GOD that lends my Breath 
Immortal Praiſes ſing. 


4 Ye Hoſts, who in perpetual Noon 
Spend everlaſting Day, 
Whole Choirs thro” all the bliſsful 
In endleſs Raptures ſtray ; [ Bow'rs 


5 While you your lofty Anthems raiſe 
And chaunt the heav'nly Song, 
Might I, poor Mortal, throw my Mite 
Angelic Hymns among. 
6 Then would 1 tune my feebler Voice 
And in your Concert join ; 
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Gladly refound your ſweeteſt Airs 
To laud your GOD and mine. 


7 Could I but liſten, while you toueh 
Your golden Harps above, 
My noble(t moſt capacious Pow'rs 
Should then ſymphonious move, 


8 O!] how I long to know the Key 
On which the Seraphs ling, [glow 
And with what warmth their Bofoms 
When they high Tribute bring ! 


9 At times I ſtretch my growing Plumes 
Full bent to reach the Sky, 
To join the Songs of Paradiſe 
My tow'ring Pinions try ; 


10 But Ah! within mud-priſon Walls 


I'm ſtill enclos'd around; 
*Tis hard to mount, while this pent Soul 
To Fleſh is clofely bound. 


11 Yet nimble-footed Time brings near 
The Hour that ſets me free 
From Earth's poor deſert joyleſs Ille, 
This Land of Miſery, 


12 O fure! 'twill prove a raptꝰrous Morn 
When Death my Spirit ditbands ; 
Then like yon Cherubs ſhall it fing 
When mid their Ranks it ſtands, 


© we 
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CXXIV., Waiting GOD's Time for Removal 
hence, Job xlv. 14. 


1 \ \ 7H thus impatient to be gone ?P 
Such Wiſhes breathe no more; 


Let Him, who lock'd thy Spirit in, 
When meet, unbolt the Door, 
2 That GOD, who ſet this feeble Plant, 
Knows when 'tis belt to move 
From this unſunny frozen Vale 
To warmer Climes above, 


3 Why thus ſo reſtleſs in the Shell | 


Before thy Feathers grow ? 
How could'ſt thou Siſter Spirits join 
With Aims and Views ſo low? 


4 Why would'ſt thou ſnatch the Victor's 
Before the Conqueſt's won ? [ Palm 
Or call the Triumph to begin 
Before the Battle's done ? 


5 What Racer aſks the Laurel-Wreath 
To grace his cheerful Brow, 
Before he reach the wiſh'd for Goal, 
The meaſur'd Courle run thro” P 


6 Who haſtes to mow the milky Grain 
Half-form'd in infant Ear P 
Or who, the hollow grainleſs Huſks 
Will to his Garner bear ? 


7 Judge not the Ranks on high ſo thinn'd 
Heav'n's Royal Standard round, 
As that from hence unripen'd Saints 
Muſt in their Room be found, 
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8 Inglorious Wiſh ! to. haſte away 
While thy LOR D's Work's undone ! 
To ſerve Him here, will pleaſe no leſs 
Than praiſing round the Throne, 


9 While ſtanding in Earth's nether Field, 
Still may'ſt thou riper grow; 
And in due time thy raptur'd Heart 
With ſtronger Joys o'erflow, 


CXXV. Longing to depart, or the Vanity of 
Life, Job vii. 16, 


1 OW ſtormy is the Courſe between 
Man's Cradle and his Grave! 
Full oft his drooping Head half-ſinks 


Beneath the foaming Wave. 


2 Man with his Breath inherits Pain, 
How ſoon he learns to weep ! 

Nor are his Tears completely dry'd 
Till huſh'd in Death to ſleep. 


3 Who drinks the Cup of mortal Life 
Muſt taſte large Draughts of Woe ; 
And for each Joy he finds on Earth 
Maſt Grief alternate know. 
O Thou, whe pourd'ſt my Being's Stream 
In Veſſel form'd of Clay, 
Into a purer Caſk transfuſe, 
And throw the Dregs away. 


z In this low Land of Shadows tir'd, 
I long to be above, 
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Where I may real Subſtance graſp, 
Nor after Shadows rove. 


6 Why might not now the Key be turn'd 
To ſet the Pris'ner free ? 
I lothe to be in Exile thus 
So far remov'd from Thee, 


7 From Sights long-view'd I turn away 
What's Life below the Sun ? 
O! how I long my Courſe to cloſe, 
And this dull Race to run ! 


8 O!] that th' incruſting Shell would burſt ! 
9 would I ſpread my Wing; 
And to his Arms, that gave me Breath, 
With Leap triumphant ſpring. 
9 Sad Caſe! to feel ſtrong filial warmth, 
Nor view my FATHER's Face, 
Tho” hourly Sighs to Heav'n aſcend 
To fold in his Embrace, 


CXXVI. The Soul commended into the Hands 
of GOD on the near approach of Death, 
Pſalm xxxi. 5. 


1 () Thou, at whoſe ſupreme Command 
My pulſe began to beat, 
Within thine everlaſting Arms 
I ſeck my laſt Retreat, 


2 E'crlong the ſolemn Tongue of Death 
From Life's ſhort Dream ſhall wake; 
This brittle Caſe that holds my Soul 
His Iron-Hand will break, 
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3 Soon as it burſts, be Thou at hand, 
Nor let the Jewel drop; 
To thee I yield that precious Truſt, 
My everlaſting HOPE, 


4 The murd'rous Hand of griſly Death 
Will rifle ſoon my Heart, 
And Partners claſpt in long Embrace 
At once aſunder part, 


5 Warm to thy Breaſt my flitting Soul 
That moment, LORD, recal ; 
Amid the Rage of grinning Fiends 


Permit it not to fall, 


6 This Stream of Life ſhall ne'er be ſpilt, 
| For, lo! my Being's thine ; 
Thou from the muddy Dregs of Senſe 
Shalt all its Pow'rs refine, 


a- 


7 Thy Word, with Inſpiration fraught, 


My Charter then ſhall prove ; 
Thy Promiſe there is Paſſport ſign'd 
2 For fairer Realms above. 


8 When for my Diſſolution ripe 

| My Breath with thee I'll truſt : 

Beneath thine Eye I'll fearleſs leave 
My cold and ſlumb'ring Duſt, 


9 There undiſturb'd ſhall it repoſe 
Till with its Mate rejoin'd ; 4 
The Knittings Thou ſhalt tie ſo faſt 
No Pow'r ſhall e'er unbind, 


atk. ! 
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CXXVII, Looking for the ſecond Coming of 
CHRIST. Titus ii. 13. 


1 TN frozen Circles near the Pole 
Dark Days we Mortals ſpend, 
Expecting till Creation's SUN 
His Courle to usward bend. 


2 From OLIVET, long Ages paſt, 
He mounted far on high; 
E'er ſince in duſkiſh Hemiſphere 
Mid Clouds and Miſts we lic, 


g Bright from the Mount that Morn He 
O'er Heav'n ſhed pureſt Day; roſe, 
While all the bliſsful Ranks above 
Stood baſking in his Ray. 


4 His diſtant Beams our twilight form ; 
Bright Streamers cheer our Night, 
Till He reviſit this our Globe, 
And put the Shades to flight, 


5 My panting Heart inceſſant longs 
To ſee that Morning riſe, 

When fairer than ten thouſand Suns 
U He'll rend the parting Skies. 


6 His Abſence o'er this diſtant World 
| i Perpetual Winter keeps, 

And Earth's Horizon clouded round 
| Her pearly Dew-drops weeps, 


ͤä———ä— 
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7 I weather out the tireſome Night 
| And mid deep Mee lie; 


| 


182 FOR BELIEVERS. 


Beneath a load of tedious Hours 
Still for the Dawning ſigh. 


g Vet patient will I pals my time 
Tho' ſkirted with the Gloom, 
Aſſur'd his Rays will uſher Spring 
Freſh with immortal Bloom. 


9 Soon will my Soul with Tranſport glow, 
When from my Tomb I hear 


The Skies with Acclamations ring, 
© Behold the BRIDEGROOM near.“ 
10 Till He arrive, I'll feed on Hope, 
Nor that a ſcanty Meal ; 
For ſure the Promiſe of a GOD 
His Servants will not fail, 


CXXVIII. Diembodied Saints longing for 
the Reſurrefion of their Bodies, and the com- 
pleat Joys of the Redeemed, 


2 HE Saints on high look wiſhful down 
To view the Grave's damp Bed ; 
All ſympathetic with their duſt 
In yonder Charnels ſpread, 


2 Still undefirous that their Fleſh 
Such rapt'rous Sweets ſhould loſe ; 


And longing till their death-ſeal'd Eyes 
Their Lids at laſt uncloſe, 


3 They wait in hope, till Earth and Skies 
In mingling Blaze ſhall burn, 
Till at the Trumpet's wak'ning Blaſt 
The Dead to Life return, 


— — 
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4 GOD's Ranſom'd then from Slumber ſtart, 
And leave the peaceful Tomb ; 
Fluſh'd with immortal Health they reach 
Their everlaſting Home. 


5 The Heights of Zion ſafe they mount 
Crown'd with unfading Joy, 


The Praiſes of MESSIAH's Grace 
Their new-ſ{trung Harps employ. 


6 Along the Vales of Paradiſe 
” They ſip mellifluous Dews' 
From Flow'rs, which on thoſe ſunny Hills 
Diſplay their bluſhing hues. 
7 An overflowing Cup they taſte 
High-charged to the brim ; 
Aud of the living Streams of Bliſs 
_ In endleſs Plealures ſwim. 
1 8 No hov'ring Clouds their Views eclipſe, 
No Show'rs of Grief diſtil; 
No hoary Froſts their Comforts nip, 
Or rip'ning Bloſſoms kill. 
9 No heaving Sighs their Boſoms ſwell, 
All Sorrow's Miſts are fled”; 
And Zion's Dwellings far around 
Refulgent Glories ſhed, 


C XXIX. Come LORD JESUS, 
Rev. xxii. 20. 


1 WEET JESUS, haſte, and ſpeed thee 
Thy Friends impatient long [down ; 
R e ; 


— — 
— —— — 
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| To ſee Thee ſkip o'er diſtant Hills | | 
| Amid th' angelic Throng. 
2 We wait to ſee Thee rend the Sky, 
And ride the floating Cloud; 
To hear the Trump of GOD on high 1 
To Judgment founding loud, | 


g Why tarry thus thy Chariot-Wheels P 
Ah! why that Hour delay p 
Since for that dreadful pleaſing Morn 
Thy Saints inceſſant pray. 


4 Ten thouſand Deeds by Midnight veil'd 
Loud, loud for Vengeance cry; 
Unheard of Cauſes are enroll'd 


For Thee the JUDGE to try. 


5 Here injur'd Innocence ſtill groans, 

[| And ſhews the gaping Wound, 

| Pierc'd by the ſharp envenom'd Spear 
| That Malice waves around, 
' 


6 Appeals lodg'd twice two thouſand Years 
| ill to thy Bar be brought ; 

. At thy Tribunal full Redreſs 

4 By Myriads will be ſought, 


7 For Thee, for Thee, and Truth's bright 
Vaſt Numbers drag the Chain ; { Cauſe 
Beneath blind Zeal's relentleſs Hand 
Unpitied ſtill remain. 


8 Their Foes oft ſtrive to tear their Grave, 
And ſleeping Duſt purſue ; 

Oft in their freſh-ſurviving Fame 

'The cruel Stab renew, 
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9 Who does not wiſh that Day of GOD 


| To wipe ſome cauſeleſs Blot, 
That wide-ſurrounding Worlds may ſee 
Diſcharg'd black Envy's Spot ? 


10 Bid tedious Time make quick Diſpatch, 
And ply a ſwifter Wing, 

That Heav'n and Earth at thy Approach 
May loud Hoſannahs ſing. 


FOR THE RIGHT CONDUCT OF 
HUMAN LIFE, 


CXXX, The unreaſonableneſs of Delays in 
Religion. Matt, xx. 6. 


1 E Fools, who bend beneath the Load 
Of tedious lazy Hours; 
Who chide the haſty Sun as flow 
In his diurnal Tours; 


2 While Life is oft firnamed ſhort, 
You wilh it ſtill more clipt ; 
And of a thouſand lonely Days 
Vet want to ſee it ſtript. 


3 What various Aids you ſummon in 
From Time to let you free! 
To {hun its more than Atlas' Weight 
Oft from yourſelves you flee, 
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4 O ! how Men groan beneath an Hour ! 
hat Terror *tis to think! 

Altho” each Pulſe we hang upon | 1 
Eternity's dread Brink, 


5 Strange Sight! to view immortal Men 
Juſt ſtepping to the Grave, 

Yet launch on Pleaſure's frothy Stream, g 
And ſkip on Folly's Wave! 


6 Ah! can your Hands find no Employ 
Your Moments to beguile ? 
And make the cloſing Hours of Life 
Sweet in your Viſage {mile ? 


7 Think ev'ry ſtep cuts ſhort your Race 
Soon will you lift the laſt 3 

[| How will you wade thro' endleſs Years 

in When theſe few Days are paſt ? 

T7 


T3 

8 Well might you cry, © The Seaſon's ſcant 
| | % To execute Life's Plan, 

iti & Too ſhort Probation- time allow'd 

40 « For an immortal Man.“ 


9 In thought try on your future Shrowd, 
And viſit your long Home; 
Take leiſure Views of former Steps 

From out this fancied Tomb. 


| 10 No more you'll chide the tedious Hours, 
| No more of Time complain, 

Then ſure you'll breathe an ardent Wiſh) 
For ſquander'd Days again, 


—— —— — — — — 


— 
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CXXXI. On the ſame Subject 


1 HE Objects round are all on haſte, 
Nor ling'ring Moments know; 
Above, beneath, and far around 
None elſe but Man is flow, 


2 The Sun that runs his annual Courſe 
No nightly ſlumbers breaks; 
To meaſure out Man's Tale of Days 
At midnight Hour he wakes. 


3 Th' unfetter'd Winds oft o'er the Plain 


With Rage impetuous blow: 
And {till the Ocean's reſtleſs Waves 
In haſty Surges flow, 


4 Bright Hoſts above all Nature thro? 
On grandeſt Errands fly, 


While Fiends by black infernal Arts 
Man's Ruin ceaſeleſs try. 


5 Yet Man lies yawning on the Couch 
Mid airy Phantoms toſt ; 
While of the days Heav'n deals him out 
The greater Part is loſt, 


6 In Man's deaf Ear each Object round 
Does ſolemn Lectures preach ; 
To make diſpatch and do their Work 
They flothful Mortals teach. 


7 Yet Man thus ſpurr'd ſtill lags behind 
In his momentous Sphere : | 
For him the Seraphs anxious ſtand, 
Himſelf quite void of Fear, 
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8 Give, LORD, my Being's End to know, 
Io haſte with all around, 
That my laſt ſtriking Hour may prove 
A ſweet tranſporting Sound, 


EXA AI. 2 in GOD's Service. 


Ecc . ix. 10. 


1 AN, why on Bed of Slumber lull'd 
When Time forgets to ſleep ? 
While on thy Pillow ſoftly huſh'd, 
See Him cloſe vigils keep. 


2 O ſtzrt, and ply the buſy Hand 
Beneath the Sun's bright Light; 
See, how he wheels his rapid Courſe, 
And haſtens on the Night. 


g The Page indulgent Heav'n preſcribes, 
With deep Attention read ; 
Spur — in the Path it marks 
With unremitting Speed. 


4 Creation round is all Diſpatch, 
Nought elſe is flow but Man; 
All on high Errands till intent, 
Fulfilling Wiſdom's Plan : 


5 The Grave is rip'ning on apace, 

Thy Turf will ſoon be green ; 
Full ſoon by Men 'twill be forgot 
That thou on Earth waſt ſeen, 


6 In that wide Houſe for Man prepar'd 
For Toil there is no Room; 


. 
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No Dweller there his Labor ends 
Beneath its ſunleſs Gloom. 
7 The Man that's wiſe concludes his 
Be fore he goes to Bed; { Work 
His Fingers ſpin the ſtinted Tale 
E'er yet his Hours are fled, 


8 Throughout the well-frequented Home 
No new Device is found : 


None from their Pillows raiſe their Head 
To view thoſe Realms around, 


9 Death with his awful Sickle cuts 
Heaps of unripen'd Ears; 


Juſt as they fall the Day of GOD 
In all their greenneſs rears, 
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10 For dying wrong there's no Amends; 
No After-Trials made; 
There's no returning, when the Worms 
Around the Carcaſe ſpread, 


CXXXIII. The narrow Path. 
Matt, vii. 14. 


1 HE Path that leads to Realms of Bliſs 
Is but a rugged Road; | 
A thouſand Obſtacles block u 
The Way that leads to GOD, 


2 Aid, Thou, who lead'ſt the ſtarry Hoſts 
Thro' their long nightly Tour, 
Who guid'it thoſe Wand'rers thro' the 
In the black midnight Hour. [Skies 
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3 None but an Eye immenſely bright 
Can human Hazards ſpy ; 
None but an Hand immenſely wiſe 


Can teach thoſe Riſques to fly, 


4 Dark Thickets hedge the narrow Way 
Where Darts unnumber'd light ; 
W hat Focs Man's final Ruin try 
Cloſe-viel'd from mortal Sight ! 


5 That ſly Inchantreſs too, the World, 
Dreſs'd up in gaudy Plumes, 
His Place, who form'd the human Heart, 
With Impudence aſſumes, 


6 Man to himſelf too proves a Foe, 
A Traitor lurks within ; 
Tho? Foes without ſhould all retreat, 
He's ſtunn'd with home-bred Din. 


7 Yet Myriads ſafe thro' Life's dark Lane 

Are led triumphant Home, 

Whoſe joyous Strains now ſweetly ſound 
Thro' Heav'n's extended Dome, 


N 
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8 Thou, their unerring Guide, be mine, 
Thro' this low ſunleſs Vale; 
Thy Servant guard from Fraud or Force 
Of Foes that would aſſail. 


9 Then, when Death views the Signal wav'd 
| To ſeal my cloſing Eyes, 

From dull mortality I'll ſpring 
To graſp the glorious Prize, 


— . 
— —— — — — 
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CXXXIV. The Fear of GOD the beſt Au- 
ttdote againſt the Fear of Man, 
Matt. x. 28. 


1 1 ſhould a Tyrant's angry Frown 
Thy Countenance make Pale? 


Or at his unavailing Threats 
Why ſhould thy Courage fail ? 


2 What tho' his Fury unreſtrain'd 
Should all its Banks o'erflow, 

And deadly Hate at once broke looſe 
No bounds of Reaſon know? 


3 His recking Blade will prove too ſhort = } 
Th' immortal Part ta harm; | 
The Spear can only reach thy Clay 
Thrown by the ſtouteſt Arm. 


4 The Grave will 1 thy ſafe Retreat, 
And ſoon his Malice ſtop; 
Tho' to its Edge he ſhould purſue, 
There will his Dagger drop. 


5 What tho' he kill, yet by the Deed 
Some Good the Monſter does; 
Since thro' that Sluice Life's waſteleſs 
Back to its Fountain flows. Stream 


6 Let Fear of Him, who owns thy Breath, 
Each Hour poſſeſs thy Soul, 
And pious Dread higb-mix'd with Hope 
Thro' all its Channels roll. 


7 His Frown could in an Inſtant blaſt 
The fair angelic Role ; 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Soon will they fade, if once his Breath 
On their bright Bloſſom blows, 


8 Down to your Being's utmoſt Depth 
His kindling Wrath could ec ; 
W hat Pow'r can ſtand, if his ſtrong Arm 
In Anger once He ſtretch p 


g Th' immortal Flame He once did light 
His Breath can inſtant quench, 
Or deep beneath the fiery Wave 
Of Hell's dark Ocean drench. 
20 Still let thine Eye perceive his Hand, 
[| Revere his awfu! Nod ; 
i Let all inferior Fears take wing, 


But dread an angry GOD. 


| CXXXV. Againſt world'y Cares, 
J | Matt. vi. 25—28. 


1 HY ſhould Man's Breaſt ſtill anxi- 
ous {well 
With Cares far diſtant preſt ? 
Why like the angry Ocean toſt, 
And oft forget to reſt ? 


2 Why dread beneath ſo rich a LORD 
Who keeps unemptying Stores, 
And to unreckon'd Worlds. on high 
Unfolds their ſpacious Doors ? 


3 His Houſe, who owns this nether World, 
| No Penury e'er knows; 

| O'er ſpacious Boards Heav'n's bounteous 
His lib'ral Gifts beſtows. [HOST 


— —— — 
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4 Each Claſs thro' ev'ry Element 
Of varying Meſſes taſte; 
From loftieſt Seraph to the Worm 
He ſerves the daily Feaſt, 


5s He ſpreads the Mantle o'er the Sky, 
By Him the Hills are clad ; 
With Veltments of the Night He hung 
The Sea's capacious Bed, 


6 Of Heav'n's high KING ten thouſand 
The rich Profuſion ſhare, - [ Worlds 
Yet for a worthleſs Garb frail Man 
Is all Diſtruſt and Care. 


7 See, how the Lily's ſnowy Bloom 
Upbraids his cauſcleſs fears; 

Which ſtands unanxious of its Fate, | 

And faireſt Veſture wears, 


' 8 The Raven croaking on the Bough | 


Reproves Man's tim'rous Mood ; | 
Which joyful chants his hoarſer Notes, | 
Nor aſks To-morrow's Food. | 


9 Let Reaſon bluſh if hence ariſe 


Dark Miſts of Doubt and Fear ; 
Help, LORD, nor let one gloomy Cloud 
O'er all my Soul appear, | 


CXXXVI, The Vanity of worldly Gains, 
Matt. xvi. 26. 


1 HAT empty Shadows Mortals 


Nought's _ here below; | graſp! 


p — ͤ—ũ——j— ͤ — — — 
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All Things by Vanity are-ſtamp'd, 
Aud are but empty ſhow, | 


2 All ſablunary Joys when weigh'd 
Light as a Feather ſeem ; 
If pois'd againſt Eternity 
The Scale ſoon kicks the Beam. 


How rank the Fool who quits his Claim 
To all- ſufficing Joy 
For huſky Crumbs of low Delight, 
Which while he's taſting cloy ! 


4 Collect the fading Diadems 
That wreathe each princely Brow, 
Who barters Heav'n for all their Gems 
Will ſoon his Bargain rue. 


5 Amaſs at onee the golden Ore 


Juſt rip'ning in the Mine, 
With Pearls that feed on Ocean's Bed, 
Where ſunny Beams ne'er ſhine: 


9 This Wealth let Angels on compute, 


No Sterling will they find 
Tis trampled Duſt in their C onceit, 
And lighter than the Wind, 


7 O Mortals, ponder well the Deed 
E'er you the Contract ſeal ; 
Tho' for your Souls you gain a World, 
W hat will that World avail ? 


8 Throw not th' undying Spark aways 
Sell not thy Soul ſo cheap; 

O! can'ſt thou from Salvation's ROCK 
To eudlets Ruin leap ? 
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9 If wreck*d on black Perdition's Shelves, 
How hideouſly thou'lt roar ! 
And look in vain for one ſmall Plank 
To waft thee ſafe to Shore! 


10 To lift thee from Deſtruftion's Gulph 
What would'ſt thou not lay down p 
Such Help would ſeem too cheaply bought 
Tho' purchas'd with a Crown. 


* 


CXXXVII. Seen the Things that are above. 


Col, iu. . 


LING not ſo faſt to Time's frail Reeds, 
' Let go your eager PP 
Air-Bubbles on the leſs'ning Stream 
Inſtead of Bliſs you graſp. 


2 While on Life's ſtormy Wave you ride, 
Enſure th? undying Part | 
Above the Skies; and to thoſe Climes 
Your ardent Wiſhes dart. 


3 Pluck up thoſe Fibres of the Soul 
That root ſo faſt below: 
"Tis 1 impious in an heav'n-born Mind 
So deep in Earth to grow. 


4 Around the Tree of Life above 
Let warm Affections twine; 
Why ſhould they in this barrcu Soil 


For lack of Moiſture pine ? 


5 Beware they do not cleave too. fall 
- To Shrubs beneath. the Sun; 
| DB: 14 7s 
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Twill cauſe a ſtrong heart-rending Pang 
When Life's ſhort Race 1s run, 


6 Death's rude unceremonious Hand 
Your Soul from hence will tear ; 
Tho” claſp'd like Ivy to the Wall 
The Tyrant will not ſpare, 


7 Ye youthful Plants, whoſe green Deſires 
But juſt begin to ſpring, 
Take heed, for ſoon thoſe ſprightly 
To prickly Thorns will cling. | Pow'rs 


8 Let Age unravel too each Wiſh 
Cloſe-warp'd theſe '[rifles round, 
And when the fatal Shaft arrives, 
Twill pierce the ſlighter Wound, 


9 Then ſhall Life's cloſing Act be ſhort 
When nought's to do but die, 
If now th' Affections of the Mind 
Are wafted up on high. 


10 A future World's the proper Soil 
Where Pow'rs immortal bloom; 
O how unwile to ſtarve them here 
Beneath Life's wintry Gloom! 


CXXXVIII. Neceffity of laying up Treaſure 
in Heaven. Matt, vi. 19, 20. 


1 UILD not, O Man, beneath the Sun 

Where Whirlwinds ceaſeleſs blow, 

Which from theſe Boughs thy downy Neſt 
Will quickly overthrow, 
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2 Earth was not form'd for holding Stores 
To ſerve a deathlels Mind; 
Such Garner underneath thele Skies 
Thou ſeek'ſt in vain to had, 


3 The ſharp corroding Tooth of Time 
Will bite thy treaſures thro” ; , 
E'er long his all-deſtroying Scythe 
Will lay thy Comforts low. 


4 No Bolts can keep the Ruſt without, 
Or from its reach ſecure ; 
No Watch can guard againſt the Moth, 
Or from its hurt inſure, 


5 The ſneaking Thief with cautious tread 
May thro” {ome Lattice creep, 
And ſtrip thee bare of priz'd Delights 
While claſpt in arms of Sleep. 


6 A thouſand Ills till hov'ring round 


May cure or thirſt for Gold 
For Men all ſublunary Things 


By dubious Tenure hold, 


7 In yonder World above the Stars 
Rich Treaſures thou may'ſt hide; 
Which, when the Stars ſhall ſhine no 
Unwith'ring ſhall abide, - { more, 
8 Na pilf'ring Hand is ſtretch'd above 
To ſnatch their Wealth away ; 


Nor ſhall it of ſuperior Force 
Become the lawleſs Prey 
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9 The bleſſed WATCHMAN of the Skies 


Ne'er flumbers on his Poſt ; 
No Dweller on thoite Hills of Bliſs 
Complains of Treafures loſt, 


10 The purer Air in yonder Climes 
Puts cank'ring Ruſt to flight; 
Of Moths the Paradiſe on high 
Yields not the loathlome Sight, 


C XXXIX. Againſt raſh Judgments. 


Rom, xiv. 4. 


1 OW oft we lee Pretenders vain 
E'en GOD's Tribunal mount, 
To ſcan the Deeds of Fellow-Men, 
And call them to Account ! 


2 Oft proudly ſeated on the Bench 
They human States decide ; 
As if by their harſh Verdi& paſt 
The JUDGE mult needs abide. 


g How daring in frail earth-born Worms 
Heav'n's Province to invade ) 
Nor of their own approaching Doom 
One Moment be atraid ! | 
| 


4 To ſummon thus before their Bar 

| Is malt prophanely bold, 

| Unlels the Windows of Man's Breaſt 
| Did to their view unfold. 


| Who can unerring Judgment paſs | | 
| . While Stranger to the Will, | 
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How far that Miſtreſs of the Soul 
Approv'd th” alledged Iu ? 


6 Still ſhun, my Soul, th' adventrous deed, 
The wrong Deciſion dread, 
Leit He, who weighs the Fates of Men, 
Wreak Vengeance on thy Head, 


7 When did the MASTER give thee leave 
His Servants thus to call, 
And place them at a lawlels Bar 
His Judgment to foreſtall ? 


8 O! let me ne'er ſuch Pow'r aſſume ; 
The JUDGE mult ſure reſent, 
And ſoon repeal th' unjult Award, 

And hear the injur'd Plaint. 


9 O Thou, by whoſe impartial Books 
Men's Lives will be revicw'd, 
On fellow-Convitts' haſty Doom 
Ne'er let my Lips conclude, 


10 At that Tribunal in my Breait 
Teach me myſelf to try; 
And in the Balances of Right 
Each Day my Actions weigh. 


CXL. Not to pry curioufly into the Diving 
Counſets, Rom. xi. 34. 


1 8 to a GOD ſhall make reply ? 


His Secrets dare to (can, 
Which lay aſpiring Reaſon low, 
And check. the pride of Man ? 
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2 Strike ſail, ye Creatures of a Day, 

| Nor think with ſcanty Lanc | 

To fathom Heav'n's myſterious Ways, - 
Or on its Schemes rehue, 


g May Wiſdom's SOURCE each human 


Their Duty and their Bliſs to know, 
And from all elle retire, 


4 In ſome bright Mirror Heav'n diſplay 
Our Realon's dwarfiſh Size, 

That nought too lofty it may graſp 
Till taller it ſhall riſe, 


TIMES AND SEASONS, 


CXLI. A Morning Hymn. Amos v, 8, 


1 OW Midnight's Veil aſunder rends, 
Its Miits are quickly fled, 
E'er yonder Orient Source of Day 
Start from his fpacious Bed, 


2 The bright'ning Morn ſteals unperceiy'd 
O'er all the bluſhing Sky, 
-While the whole radiant Arch above 
Refletts the Crimſon Dye. 


13 N Nature blooms afreſh 
Lo! flumbring Mortals wake; 
Recruited Millions lift their Heads, 
And downy Couch forſake. 


With ardent Aims inſpire { Breaſt 


10 
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4 Man ſummon'd by the riſing Dawn 
Now mounts Life's Stage anew 
And haſtes to act another Scene 
Before the gazing Crew, 


5 Beware, my Soul, perform it well, 
The clofing Act draws on: 
No Man can right Parts ill- ſuſtain'd 
When all the Scenes are done, 


6 The Hoſts on high the Drama view, 
Still on thy weal intent : 
To aid thee thro” the harder parts 
Thoſe Miniſters are ſent. 


7 Kind Heav'n defrays the high Expence, 
And lights thee at its Colt ; 
Make haſte, with its Deſigns keep pace, 
Nor let its Pains be loſt, 


8 Redeem the Time; how much 'tis worth 
An Angel cannot tell ; 
It heaves thee nearer on its Wing 
Each Hour to Heav'n or Hell. 


9 Altho! at Eve Day ſeems to die, 
And in Night's Grave to rot, 
Perhaps a thouſand Days with thee 
Are all at once forgat. 


10 Soon from their Graves ſhall they ariſe 
And in'grmm forms appear; 
How ſad to fee them fring'd with Black} 
Their mouraful Tale to hear | 


03 TIMES and SEASONS. 
| 41 With In blot not the Face of Day, 


Twill ſoon reſent the wrong; 
Its deep upbraidings oft are heard | 
Amidit th' infernal Throng. | 


CXLII. An Evening Hymn. 
From the ſame. 


E OW Night unfolds her ſpreading Veil, 
| And quickly clothes the Sky, 
She teazes out her fleecy Clouds 

To dim Man's ſoaring Eye, 


| 
by | 
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' 

| 
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2 Anon ſhe pulls the Curtain by, 
And ſhews her well-train'd Bands. 
Which march along, or make a Pauſe, 


As the MOST HIGH commands, 


3 Now calm'd at once the Din of Day 
All Nature round 1s ſtill ; 
i No Sound diſturbs the ſilent Air 1 


Save yon low-murm'ring Rill. 


4 What Numbers in Night's Mantle wrapt 
1 Account themſelves unſeen! 
4 Unmindful that th' unſlumb'ring Eye 


Can pierce this midnight Screen ! 1 
© That darkſome Cloud whon tenfold laid 
| May hide the face of Night, 
9 But from that broad omaiſcient Eye q 


Can ne'er ſhut out the Light, 


6 Now Day is fled, and on its wing 
| Has ſnatch*'d:my Deeds away, 
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And in review before my JUDGE © ' 
Will ſoon each Attion lay. 


7 Yea of Life's dark and ſecret Scenes 
Report 1s nightly made ; 
Which from the Volumes of the Sky 
Shall once again be read, 


8 Be jealous then o'er Days of Time, 
And note each riſing Thought, 
Aſſur'd that from Life's blotted Book 
Sad Vouchers ſhall be brought, 


9 Still at the cloſe of gloomy Eve 
At thy own Bar appear ; 
Review paſt hours, and with each Day 
Let thy accounts ſtand clear, 


CXLIII. Youth exhorted to prepare for 
Judgment. Eccl. xi. 9. 


1e CMILE on, while laſts your youth- 
ful Prime, 
4% Still wear the gayeſt Air 
« And of each Draught that ſwectens Life 
« All joyous taſte your Share, 


2 © When gaudy Pleaſures round you fawn, 
„ Shew not a cold Diſdain; | brace 
« And when they court your warm Em- 
« Throw up the ſlacken'd Rein,” 
g Yet mid the fair delightful Scenes 
Raze not the ſerious Thought, . . 
That each Tranſaction on this Stage 
Mult to the teſt be brougbt. 
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| Deep in the Heart this Truth imprint, N 

| | Full oft this Line peruſe, 

“% That Heav'n each Moment of your Life 

| | % Impartially reviews.“ 4 

5 Now Conſcienceeyes the Mint of Thought, 

| | And marks them as they're coin'd 

| Oft unperceiv'd He graves his Lines 
| 


| 
| | As laſting as the Mind, 
66 No dawning Wiſh 2 the Pen 


1 In his ſwift-moving Hand; 
And all the crooked lines of Life 
By Him unravel'd ſtand. 


7 Tho' Slumbers ſeem to hold his Eyes, 
Each Secret well He knows ; 
| Nor will He till the final groan 
His Inventory cloſe, 


8 The Day of Doom is on the Wing, 

| Its Thunder brews apace, 

Preparing to light up its Fires, 
And flaſh its awful Blaze, 

Great GOD, our caution'd Souls prepare 
For that tremendous Day, 

When Earth and Seas, and Stars and Skics 
In Flames ſhall melt away, 


| CXLIV. Youth exhorted to remember Meir 
Creator, Eccl, xii, 1 | 


11 E thoughtlefs Tribes, whoſe glowin 
Y Cheek 6 7 80 | 6 
Youth paints with roſy hue, 
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Think, how the ruſty Hand of Time 
Will wrinkle ſoon the Brow. 


E 2 Now Joys beat high in ev'ry Pulſe, 
Health ſparkles in the Eye ; 

Each Morn in queſt of new Delights 
With ſanguine Hope you fly. 


8 But mind, that Pleaſure's Cup will ſour, 
And ſweeteſt Joys grow ſtale ; 
Your Ear regardleſs ſoon will hear 
Life's antiquated Tale. 


4 Your lateſt Months will ſoon arrive 
But ſcarce one Comfort bear; 
You'll meet ſucceſſive Days that bring 
Diſtre ſſing Loads of Care. : 


5 Deep you may ſip of youthful Sweets, 
Nor fear its Cup wall fink ; 
But of paſt Pleaſures bitter Dregs 
You'll one Day deeper drink, 


5 Thoſe ſunleſs Days you'll call unbleſt, 
| Amd mourn Delights all gone, 
ba While the ſad Tale re-echoes round, 
&« Behold a Wretch undone.” 


O catch the golden Days of Grace 
While ſtretching on the Wing: 
* Theſe, when deep Furrows plough the 
Will richeſt Gordials bring, [Check, 


Weigh ev'ry Hour, and get its worth 
5 ; E'er from Jour nes * ; 
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Of ſquander'd Moments ſoon you'll find 
The ſad tormenting Smart, 


10 By impulſe of preventing Grace 
Still turn your Souls to GOD ; 
For that magnetic Virtue ſeek 
W hich points to his Abode, 


CXLV. The young Man exhorted. to fear 
GOD from the Conjideration of the ſhortneſs 
of Life, Eccl. xii. 2, 3, 7. 


1 EAR Youth, in Nature's gayeſt 
Spring, 
Unſkill'd in Likz's wide Plan, 
O'cr whom Time has but faintly grav'd 
The CharaQter of Man : 


2 Set early out while Age befriends, 
Thy number'd Days are few, 
Fair tho' thy Morn, Clouds ſoon may riſe, 
And Noon be hid from View, 


g Not long thy Sun ſmiles from the Sky 
Till veil'd by Death's damp Shade; 
Till of the ſilver Orb of Night | 
The waning Glories fade, 


4 On no far diſtant Day the Guards 
That watch thy Houſe of Clay, 

Afﬀrighted at Death's ghaſtly Look 
Will haſte them faſt away. 


5 Soon in the tedious Home of Man 
Thy breathleſs Corpſe muſt dwell, 
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When round the Neighb'rhood Death's 
| loud Tongue 
Has toll'd thy fun'ral Knell. 


6 The Mould that lent its finer Grains 
To rear thy mortal Frame, 
Seeks for each Atom recompence, 
And ſoon will ſeize the ſame. 


7 Thy Duſt back to its Duſt muſt fall, 
And Spirit receive its Due, 

Of Him who breath'd the vital Flame 
To paſs the ſtrict Review, 


8 All Dangers now but his dread Frown 
Try fearleſs to diſdain ; 
Each Object but Heav'n's cheering Smile 
Now learn to reckon vain, 


CXLVI. Warning to old Age. 
Eccl, xii, 3—8. 


1 ENEATH a Load of Cares and Years 
Lo! Age begins to bend ; 
The Lamp of Life but feebly flames 
When drawing near its End, 


2 Now dim all round the Proſpect ſhews 
To his ſhort-ſighted Eye; 

Behind and on each ſide the Road 
Joy's wither'd Branches lie. 


g Wave after Wave has beat fo long 
Juſt o'r his ſnowy Head, 
Gel un Ad | 
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That in the Furrows of his Brow 
Deep Sorrows you may read. 


4 The Sweets thin-ſown that ſhoot on Earth 
Are ſcatter}d by the Winds; 
And Pains more laſting in their lead 
Each cheerleſs Day *. finds. 


5 His Dreams of ſublunary Blifs 
Have vaniſh'd into nought; 
And Pleaſure's Gains, once all his boaſt, 
Ile counts too dearly bought. 


6 The Dregs of Being now he taſtes, 
And drags the Load of Life; 
Oft calling for the ſlow-pac'd Hour - 
To end the tedious Strife. 


7 Think, ye that itoop towards the Tomb, 


What lies on farther fide : 
Soon will the Summons call you hence, 
Where then will you reſide ? 


8 Pauſe at the Margin of the Grave, 
Step penſive on its brink, | 
E'er in Eternity's wide Gulph ' 
Your deathleſs Spirits fink, © 


9 From fond Purſuit of Shadows turn; 


Life haſtens to its Cloſe ; 
Beware left ſtepping out of Time 
Two Worlds at once you lofe, 


TIMES au p SEASONS, 
CXLVII. Another. 
1 \ GE, why thus range from Flow'r to 


Flow'r 
Which now all drooping lie ? 
Or why be milking thus the World 
Whoſe Brealts are ſuck'd quite dry ? 


2 Its ſcanty Harveſt of Delights 
With Toil you've reaped down ; 

| Why look to ſee its Stubble ipring, 

And theſe green Wiſhes crown ? 


3 To glean theſe ſublunary Straws 
Should Age its Shoulder bow p 

| When once the Wine of Life is drawn, 

| Tis vain its Lees to brew, 


4 Why ſtretch a trembling Hand to ſeize 
What mock'd each former Hope? 
What profit mid Life's du{ky Eve 
For Pebbles thus to grope ? 


5 The airy Scenes of worldly Bliſs 
| See now to bubbles blown ;' 
The Caſtles. rear'd in Fancy's Glaſs 
In hopeleſs Ruins thrown, 


6 'Tis growing late, Day wears apacs; 
Are Life's Tranſactions done ? 
Know that the ſlender mortal Thread 
Will ſoon be fully ſpun, 


7 The Grave impatient makes your Beds 
And calls to its long Home; 
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Look, how ye totter on its Brink, - / - 
As bending o'er your Tomb. 
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8 Long on your weary Limbs you ſtand 
While others go to Bed; 
What Thouſands have you left behind 
In Death's wide Empire ſpread! 


9 E'er Earth ſhake Hands, bid it Adicu, 
And ſpurn the glitt'ring Toy: 
Let Views beyond this Scene of Things 
Your lateſt-hours employ. 


10 Start not when on the verge of Death 
You pauſe its Vale to view; 
The Goſpel-Word holds ont a Torch 
To light your Foot-Steps thro', 
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CXLVIII. Profpett of approaching Death. 


ob VII. 1. 


1 IME marches on with eager Pace 
Nor ſtops when Man ſtands Kill; 
To ſtay one Moment on the 


— — — 


Surpaſſes human Skill. 


His Years unling'r 
Till loſt in the —— 
Of vaſt Eternity. | 


2 Man's mortal Days ne'er make a 


fly, 


Wing 


pauſe, 


Abyſs 


4 
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3 1 of Life alas } is o'er, 
y Sun's declining fait ; 
On Verge of Night he'll hover ſoon 
When all my Hours are palt, : 


4 The everlaſting Ev'ning's Shade 
Will ſoon my Eyclids veil; 
Soon will th? inexorable King 


This mould'ring Frame aſſail. 


5 But ah! how fad to quit the Stage- 
And yield my fleeting Breath, 
Uncertain where my Soul may light, 
When claſp'd in Arms of Death! 


6 And muſt I then ſo ſoon diſlodge, 
Nor know where next to dwell ? 
Whether in Bow'rs of Paradiſe, 
Or in the Shades of Hell? 


7 Strange Thought! to launch from mortat 
Coaſt | 


Thro' Floods theſe Worlds between, 
At once to quit Man's dear Embrace, 
+ And mix with Spirits unſeen ! 


| S* | , 
$ But why this droop ? far brighter Climes 
Lie on Death's farther Show ; 1 
To Manſions mid the Fields of Light. 


The Juſt in Triumph ſoar, 


1 i 
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|| CXLIX. The Empire of Death univerſal. 
| 18 Eccl. viii. 8. 


| 1 Hen wide the Empire of grim Death! 
| How uncontrol'd his Sway! 
| When chiefeſt fav'rites of the Skies q 
| His ſcutcheon'd Courts array ! 


2 Why is this rude Aſſailant ſent 
To fetch the good Man home ? 
Why does this Cov'ring rot ſo long 116 
Beneath the cheerleſs Tomb ? 
| Might not the griſly King have Charge 
| No The Friends bf er to ſpare ? N | 
| Nor with rude unrelenting Hands 
| Their vital Heartſtrings tear ? 25 


4 The leprous Tenement of Clay 
| Muſt moulder in its Urn, 
if Until theſe conflagrating Worlds 
| In one great Maſs ſhall burn. 12 
s Deep crimſon Spots of Guilt ingrain'd 
| Have marr'd this mud-fram'd Cruſt; 
| The MARKER, to extract the Dye, 
Muſt fift anew the Duſt. 


6 Who, that has drank forbidden Sweets 
Which from foul Ciſterns flow, 


Can murmur, tho” diſſolving Pangs ; 1 ( 
In his laſt Hours he know ? N 7 
| + Tho' Life's pale Flame by dying Throes 
| From this Clay-Lamp be torn, 
| On Angel-Wings to happier Climes 2T 


The deathleſs Saint is borne, - 
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8 The Pulſe of Life ſhall know no Pauſe 
E'en by Death's ſtiff'ning Hand; 
Nor interrupted kis full Joys ' 
For one ſhort Moment ſtand, 
9 What tho” thy Duft by Death's rude Fan 
Were winnow'd in the Air, 
Thy GOD will ſummon back each Graing 
And thy whole Frame repair. 


10 What Man would grudge to bury deep 
His Veſſel made of Clay, | 
In certain Hope to raiſe it Gold 
On ſome ſ{acceeding Day ? 


11 Fear not, ye Juſt, to be undreſt, 
And lay your Fleſh aſide ; 
In ſafety midſt Earth, Air, or Sea, 
Each Atom ſhall abide, 


12 Beneath a kind all-gracious Eye 
They {till ſhall ſlumber on, 
Till an eternal Day ſhall dawn, 
When Night's dark ſhades are gone, 


CL. Preparation for Death. 

| | Job x. 21. 

1 QOON muſt th' enfranchis'd Soul take 

4 In queſt of happier Clime 5 

And this weak fleſhly Tent be ſtruc | 
At Heav'n's appointed Time, 


2 To crowded. Regions, Time beyond, 
My Spiri uu turn aide ;. 
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Forth thro' the Land of Darkneſs roam, 
And mid Death's Shadows hide. 


g There, whence no Meſſenger returns 
To tell his moving Tale ; 
Whence no pale Ghoſt with haggard 


4 What Hand ſhall rend the ſable Veil 
That parts theſe Worlds in twain ? 
Or who ſhall guide thro' yon dark Realm 
That leads to Life again ? 


5 The Guards that watch the gloomy Pafs 

| Prevent the leaſt Eſcape; . 

No Soul ſpreads forth its tow'ring Wings 
Thofe Battlements to leap. 


6 Haſtethen, my Soul, make quick Diſpatch, 
While yet on this ſide Death; 
*T will prove too late to mend Defects 
'' When ſtopp'd the fleeting Breath, 
7 Freight well, before thy ſpreading Sails 
Are ſtretched to the Wind; 
So ſhalt thou cheerful quit Life's Port, 
Nor leave thy Joys behind. 
8 Help, LORD, to put true Faith on board, 
| Before I Anchor weigh ; 
Within this Creek of mortal Life 
Why ſhould my Veſſel lie? 


9 Then let thy Hand direct the Helm 
| Leſt ſwelling ſurges riſe ; 

I truſt thy Skill, and to thy Care 
Commit th' immortal Prizes; - 


Comes Secrets to reveal. ( Mien 


ic 
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10 E'erlong with Joy I'll ſafely hail 
IMMANUEL's bliſsful Shore * 


And {weetly ſing of Dangers paſt 
While diſtant Billows Lig 


CLI. Another, Job xxx. 2g. 


= 6 1 now my Cheek high-fluſh'd 


d, 


| 


2 


with Health 
Bodes future bliſsful Days, 
While Heav'n too deigns a tranſient Smile, 
And ſheds auſpicious Rays; 


2 Twill prove but an inconſtant Gleam, 
My 1 tho' bright, will ſet; 
I, in no diſtant Hour, muſt pay 
My Nature's awful Debt, 


Full well I know th' eternal GOD, 
Whoſe is my fleeting Breath, 

Of old decreed my Frame a Place 
Amid the Realms of Death. 


Within the Gates of that wide Houſe, 
The Grave's wide hungry Maw, 
When Life's fatiguing March is o'er, 
> 1 muſt from hence withdraw. 


>: Who can his ſummon'd Spirit retain 
When vital Ties are cut P 4 

At the pale Meſſenger's Approac 
What Hand the Gates can ſhut ? 


And am I ſure one Day to quit 
This Tenement of Clay? 
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To ſee the duſky Eve ſhut in - 
Of Life's dread clohng Day ? 
7 Sit looſe, my Soul, to all around, 
Taſte fparing of Earth's Joys, 
Thou-can'ſt not bear in Death away 
Theſe ſublunary Toys. 


8 Why ſhould I build my Neſt below, 
And bind my Heart in Chains ? 
Much rather to thy ſoaring Mind 
Throw up the flacken'd Reins, 


g Soon as my Wiſhes neſtle here 
May Heav'n in ſunder part ; 
| And from all Fetters forg'd below 
Break off my peaceful Heart, 


— 


CLII. Prayer for happy Death. 


Pſalm xiii. g. 


1 ACH Moment plys his nimble Wings | 


Commiſſion'd from on high; 
The Wheel of Time ſtill whirling round 
My clofing Day brings nigh. 


2 Some buſy Hand perhaps this Hour 
| Is weaving faft my Shroud ; | 

Soon hoary Winter will draw on, 

1 And freeze Life's vital Flood. 


0 3 O Thou, Who count'ſt my Tale of Days, 


Aid me my Courfe to run, 
Before my lateſt Sands are % 
| Fer Life's laſt Thread is Ipun. 
* ? 

[| 
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4 Let not my Sun declining ſet 
And plunge me deep in Night. 
Till o'er this dim and ſightleſs Mind 
Thou ſhed'ſt an heav'nly Light. 


5 Rouſe from this dull lethargic Dream, 
My filmy Eyelids clear, 
Before the everlaſting Hills 
Full in my View appear, 


6 Thy Finger points the moment out 
In thy dread Book above, 
When from the Sight and Ways of Men 
My widow'd Soul muſt move, 


7 Few Clocks for ought I know may 
Before my fun'ral Knell, [ ftrike 
Which by its doleful-ſounding Tongue 
Shall my Departure tell, 


8 When the grim Herald calls away, 
May I triumphant ſtand 

With Life's laſt big important Act 
Juſt finiſnh'd in my Hand. 


9 Should I before my Lamp is trimm'd 
Be threaten'd by this Foe, 

Stay, LORD, his rude uplifted Arm, 
And ſave me from his Blow. 


But when Heav'n's fixed Stage is run, 

' Unchain his cager Hand, 

And bid him foftly o'er theſe Eyes 
Streich forth oo leaden Wand, 


@ ++ 
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[|| CLIII. The Death of Moſes. 
5 | Deut. xxxii. 49, 50. 


| 2 A ND muſt the fatal Meſſenger 
1 Arreſt that hoary Head 
5 Muſt it with all th' in Rortents Throng 
To Death's dark Cell be led P 
| 2 Mult MOSES! unabated Force 
1 To this dread Monarch bow, 
l While o'er his dimleſs Eyes and Cheeks 
Y | | He ſpreads a ghaſtly hue ? 
| 3 The Straits that part theſe ſundred Worlds 
| Make but a narrow Flood ; 
| [| Might not this Sage be borne acroſs 
5 On ſome light-color'd Cloud ? 


4 No! Heav'n has wall'd this outward Court, 
Strong Guards has plac'd all o'er, | 
That none from out GOD's World eſcape 
Till Death.unbolt the Door. 


| 5 Of ev'ry Paſs that leads from hence 
| [ He's charg'd to keep the Gate 


_ - — — — - 
—— — — » 


Thoſe molt impatient ro be gone 

Still his Approach muſt wait. 

6 What Crowds are in his Porch detain'd! 

1 Long at his Gates they knock, ; 

| E'er he vouchſafes to turn the Rey, 

Or his ſtrong Doors unlock. : 

7 Yet MOSES ſoon the Threſhold ſteps, 
Nor ſcarce the Jailor knows, 
Who for his ready Paſſage thro' 

The Valves wide-open throws, 
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8 This Man the King of Terrors fears 


To ſtrip, with his rude Hands; 
JEHOVAH deigns with gentleſt Touch 


To looſe the vital Bands. 


9 From NEBO's Top to Worlds of Love 
Skimming the lightſome Road, 
E'er yet well-claſp'd in Arms of Death 
He hails the bleſt Abode. 


10 Heav'n, give this Monarch ſtricteſt _ 
Softly to make my Bed ; Uh harge 
And oh! thy richeſt Sweets that Hour 
Diſtil around my Head, 


CLIV. Death conquered. 1 Cor. xv. 65. 


Part I. 


READ Scene ! behold relentleſs 
Death 
The great MESSIAH wounds! 
A Blow juſt aimed at his Heart 
Earth's deepeſt Vale reſounds. 


2 Creation ſtartles at the Groan, 


She all aſtoniſh'd hears, 
And o'er her wide-extended Orbs 
A mournful Aſpett wears, 


2 Man's final Foe with ſtedfaſt Aim 
Did long this Victim eye ; 
Fluſh'd with vain Hope Ji his ſad 
Race hold a Vs EL1 were Realms 


TY 
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4 In Hell's dark Forge he grinds his Lance, 
And whets his blunted Spear, 
E'er with this Champion of the Skies 1 
To combat he draws near. 


6 Him with its keeneſt Edge he gaſh'd, 
Like Wounds Death never dealt, 
As thoſe which in Life's cloſing Hours 1 
Ador'd MESSIAH felt. 


6 O Death! how durſt thou bend thy Bow, 

Or bid thine Arrows fly ? 
*Gainſt our IMMANUEL why ſo bold | 
As thine Artill'ry try ? : 


7 For ever wither'd be thine Arm 
That flung the poiſon'd Dart, 
Which of dire agonizing Pangs 
Made JESUS feel the Smart, = 


8 Yet now I triumph, while I ſee 
Thy boaſted Conqueſt vain, 
Thou could'ſt not hold this captive 
Within thy dark Domain, | PRINCE 15 


Pauſe, | 


9 Why then arraign thee for that Wound of 
Whence ſweeteſt Comfort ſprings, 
Which oft to tortur'd dying Breaſts 
Immortal healing brings ? 5 Wy 


|| 30 Prepare thy Shafts, and do thy worſt, 
| Haſte, all thy Weapons wield ; 


5 
"i 


But when thy deadly Quiver's ſpent. 
His Wounds relief ſhall 3 Fe Oy 


11 I fly to meet thy ſharpeſt Lance, | 
| Nor dread thy ſterneſt Brow ; 


I'll brave the Horrors thou can'ſt ſpread, 


And triumph at thy view, 


12 Come rather Thou, at whoſe Command 
Death's ſwift-wing'd Arrows fly, 
Bid Thou this hoary Meflenger 
Theſe bands of fleſh unty. 


13 Let him theſe mortal Rags ſtrip off, 
And gently cloſe my Breath, 
That I may claſp Thee in my Arms, 
Thou CONQUEROR of Death, 


14 I own 'tis meet to wait thy Call 


To reach my native Home; [prays 


Yet Thou haft taught me, LORD, to 
Come, JESUS, quickly come.” 


15 Let my Releaſe paſs Heav'n's broad Seal, 


And grant this Deed of Grace, 
That I may meet thoſe rap'trous Smiles 
Which ſtream from thy dear Face. 


16 Long have I trod this foreign Land 
An Exile from.thy Throne ; 
Let me no longer mourn below, 
And heave th' unpiticd Groan,. 


. 
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CLV. The e End. V the, Wicked; 
0 Iſai, tit, 11. 


Firſt Part. 


1 ()* frothy Stream of gay Deli 25 
What Numbers thoughtlels float! 
Tho” from the fatal Bow of Death 
The Shafts are hourly ſhot, 


2 Down in their Cups forbidden Joys 
Quite to the brim they pour; 
And jovial quaff the flowing Bowl, 
Nor mind a final Hour, 


3 How oft the Poiſon lurks unſeen 
Amid this pleaſing Draught ! 
Tho! all delicious, yet 'tis ſtill 
With deadly Juices fraught, 


4 From Pleaſure's giddy Chace recall'd 
Behold that hapleſs Man, 
Who late in flow'ry Paths of Vice 
With haſty footſteps ran! 


5 Juſt from th' Almighty Conqu' ror's Hand 
He met that mortal Wound; 
And now he waits till Death's cold Arms 
His ſtiff'ning Limbs ſurround, 


6 Ab! piteous St ht! his Eyeballs roll, 
{tare with wild affrighit, 
As If their Lids'were juſt to cloſe 
In everlaſting Night 1. + 
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7 Dread Anguiſn ſeems to boil within, 


Its Steam full thick aſcends; 
Black Guilt with agonizing Pangs 
His tortur'd Bofom rends. 


8 Where now the dear-bought mingled 
Sweets 
Which lately froth'd ſo high ? 
Now let his ſcorched panting Soul 


This ſeaſon'd Cordial try. 


4 


9 Alas! its flavor'd Scent is gone, 
And to rank Bitters turn'd ; 
The Palate of all reliſh ſpoil'd 
That Harlot's Cup is tpurn'd. 
10 All Springs of Joy he finds ſhut u 
For caſe where ſhall he ly? — 


Where ſhelter from the vengeful Storm 
Of endleſs Miſery ? _ 


Second Part. 
14, Beneath his dark deſpairing Brow 


nd. He dreads to look on high; 
el Nor dares he to the GOD above 
KK Liflp out his feeble Cy, © 


12 Ten thouſand Deeds of darknels rife, 
And in grim Forms appear; 


They float before his glimm'ring Sight 
And frightful Vilage wear. 2 
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13 Conſcience, late baniſh'd.from hex... 


Her ancient Ivey regains . Throne, 
Her hoarſe Upbraidings ſound within, 
Without are racking Pains, 


14 Puſh'd forward by ſucceſſive Throes 
On the dread Brink he ſtands 
Of that dark Gulph whoſe boiling Waves 
Break o'er th' infernal Bands, 


+5 From Being could he find a Paſs 
With [Tranſports would he run, 
That of his fierce enraged Mind 
The Gnawings he might ſhun, 


16 What diſmal Sounds now ſtun his Ear! 
His Heart-ſtrings break in twain 
And o'er the Precipice of Death 
He plunges deep in Pain, 


27 A GOD on high frowns Terrors down; 
How dreadful is his Ire! 
He dooms the diſembodied Wretch 
To dwell in Flames of Fire, 


18 Then dragg'd by fierce blaſpheming 


He's chain'd beneath the ſcalding Flood 
To Hell's deep-driven Stake. 
19 Now burſts the ſad deſpairing Roar 
That ecchoesthro' the Glovm'; © 
But Heav'n regardleſs. of his Groans- 
Seals faſt his final Dm. 
${1611GAIPSIE 2 
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O'er the ſulphureous Lake; [Fiends 
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20 Spare me, O GOD of righteous Grace, 
| Whoſe is my ev'ry Breath; 
Send what thou wilt of mortal IIls, 
But ſave from ſecond Death. 


CLVI. The happy Death of the Righteous 


Plalm xxxvii. 37. 


Firſt Part. 


1 EHOLD a Fav'rite of the Skies 
Cloſe grappling with grim Death ! 
Who will not from the Struggle ceaſe 
Till Man reſign his Breath. 


2 To him how joyous is this Scene ! 
Within what Tranſports glow ! 
Altho' thro all his turgid Veins 
The boiling Current flow ! 


3 Still undiſturb'd with Brow ſerene 
He ſees the Foe advance, 
And ſweetly ſmiling bares his Breaſt 
To meet the ſharpen'd Lance. 


Sweet fragrance ſcents his dying Bed, 
His Pillow ſoft appears, 

While now: the Songs of Paradiſe 
Salute his raviſh'd Ears, 


Now Virtue pays her long Arrear 
To make him full amends ; | 
« How bleſt that Life,“ all Nature cries, 
+ Which thus triumphant ends.“ 
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6 Tho? oft beneath a thick'ning Cloud 13 
He ſpent the tireſome Day, 
At eventide the bluſhing Sky 
Spreads wide its cheering Ray. 


7 Around his Couch bright Seraphs wait 14 
Till truck the welcome Hour, 
When of the Paſs that leads from Life 
They may unlock the Door: 


8 His Soul amidſt ecſtatic Joys 15 
Peeps the frail Caſement thro? 
Up to the everlaſting Hills, 
Where Flow'rs unwith'ring grow. 


9 The Cottage, ruinous o'er its Top, 
Is op'ning into Day ; 
The upper and the nether Worlds - 16 
Their diff'rent Scenes diſplay. 


10 Now all impatient to be gone 
He fledges oft his Wing ; 

And from th' Incumbrance of his Clay 3 

Eſſays aloft to ſpring, 


11 By help of each convullive Pang 

To Birth he veers apace N 
While Streams of riſing Day from far 8 M 
His flutt'ring Soul amaze. 


12 The well-known Mates ſeem loth to part, 
Life's Knittings keep their hold ; f 
E'en tho? the Wa Worlds on highs » Ot 


ty - < 
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Before his Sight unfold. 
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£3 Sweet thro' the Mind in ſpite of Death 
Heav*'n's Conſolations flow; 
The pure Delights of perfect Saints 
He now begins to know, 


14 Bright Cherubs on their golden Wings 
In {weet ſurprize ſtand by ! 
From Choir to Choir they ſhown aloud, 
« How glorious thus to die.“ 


15 With tender 2% b Hand 
The ſpringing Dews they wipe; 
And all the grinning ſpiteful Fiends 
Far at a Diſtance keep. 


Second Part. 


16 The vital Chord is ſnapt, the Charge 
Angels enclaſp around, 

And with fair wreaths, as ſwathing Bands, 

The new-born Spirit is crown'd, 


7 Ten thouſand Harps conduct the Rout, 
And in high Concert join, 
While all the Armies of the Sky 
In joyful-Shouts combine, 


8 Mid countleſs floating Worlds above 
Tow'rds Zion's Hill they fail ; 

The Dwellers on thoſe Coaſts of Bliſs 
Th' angelic Convoy hail, 


On ſtarry -Pavement now they tread, 
7 © Suns unregarded ſhine 
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To him, whoſe wond'ring Eyes are fix'd 
Alone on the Divine, | 


20 He too with kindred Spirits joins 
aſt parted from their Clay, , 1 
Who — ſip the brimful Cup * 
Of everlaſting Day. 


21 Heav'n's royal Palace full in view 


They thro' its Suburbs move; 
While acclamations ceaſeleſs riſe B 
Thro' this bleſt World of Love, 


22 Full faſt the everlaſting Doors 
On golden Hinges turn, 
And fhew the Lamps all round the w 
With living Luſtre burn, [Throne 


23 The Curtains of the Throne undraw, 
While Glories dart ſo ſtrong, 
As throw in deep Proſtration down 
The warm adoring Throng. 


24 Hark ! from amidſt the golden Cloud 
A Voice proclaims, © Well done, 
&« [thuricl, to yon Manſion fair 
« Conduct this fav'rite Son.“ 


25 The Saint in Adorations loſt 
With deepeſt Rev'rence bows, 
While mid applauding Hoſts the KING M 
A glitt'ring Crown beſtows, Whe 


» 
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CLVII. Death and Eternity. 


Eceh Xi 7. - 


1 Hen awful, when on Verge of Death 
My tott'ring footſteps ſtand ! 
When Time ſhall cry aloud, „ Farewell, 
« Eternity/s at hand!“ 


2 How will the Soul look out amaz d 
When hov'ring on the Brink, 
Behoiding the tremendous Vale 
Before it thither fink ! 


3 No wonder tho” the Pulſe of Life 
Thro' Dread make final Pauſe, 
When Death has ſeiz'd the trembling Prey 
In his rapacious Jaws. 


4 More awful ſtill to ſtand the View - 
Of an all-piercing Eye, 

And hear my State that inſtant {ix'd 
To all Eternity ! | 


5 Strange Sight! when yonder Sun goes out, 
And brighteſt Flame expires ; | 
Theſe Eyes muſt ſce the Angel ſoon 

Arreſt thoſe twinkling Fires. 


Yet then this Flame that warms my 
Muſt unextinguiſh'd burn, [ Break 
When all the hright'ning Rays of Noon 
To midnight Horrors turn. 
X * 
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7 No Floods can quench this vital Spark, 
No Weight this Spirit can cruſh, 
Tho? Worlds on Worlds from countleſs 
Should all againſt it ruſh, [ Spheres 


8 No Winds ſhall blow this Candle out ; 
Which Death does but remove 
From this dark Lanthorn made of Clay, 
To blaze in Frath or Love, 


Down in Eternity's deep Vale 
Age ſtill on Age ſhall roll ; 

But none ſhall ſee a with'ring Look 
On Man's immortal Soul, 


10 Thro' endleſs Ages it muſt {till 
In Ecſtaſies remain, 
Or mid a fiery Deluge chaiu'd 
Feel ſtrong unpitied Pain. 


11 Thought ſhudders at the awful View, 
One Moment Time's forgot. 
O may theſe Proſpects from my Mind 
Earth's empty Shadows blot, 


12 Thou Kindler of th'undying Flame, 
O Thou, who lend'ſt my Breath, 
In Font of Bliſs'this Drop reſorb 
When poured forth by Death, 


— 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 


CLVIII. The laſt Judgment. 
Eccl, X11. 14. 


1 B the JUDGE's flaming Eyes 
Time's darkeſt Shadows clear; 
Scenes veil'd from ſcrutiny of Men 
Full in his View appear, 


2 Black Deeds of Darkneſs ſpring to light 
| From Volumes of the Sky ; 
Crimes long beneath Night's Mantle hid 
Now ſhew their crimſon Dye. 


> The Maſk of Virtue now 1s torn 
From the Deceiver's Brow ; 
While Innocence by Envy ſtain'd 
Preſents her Lily-hue. 


Now to the Gaze of thronging Worlds 
The Heart's dark Cells are ſhown ; 
Unnumber'd unſuſpetted Ills 
Are 1n that inſtant known, 


In ev'ry Breaſt the deep-grav'd Lines 
Record each riſing Thought, 
Unvarying from the Page on high, 

With Deeds in ſecret wrought, 


How eaſy now to fix each Doom ! 
Man judg'd himſelf before, 
X 2 
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Ten thouſand times himſelf condemn'd ; 3 
What can the JUDGE do more ? 


7 No Fiend dare tax the Verdict paſt, 
Or to his word reply; 
E'en when unending Woe's pronounc'd, 4 
« Tis juſt,” the Bamn'd mult cry, | 


8 Long-injur'd Virtue oft appeal'd 1 
To this late-ſlumb*ring Hour; 
The Souls beneath the Altar plac'd 3 
For this ſtrong Cries did pour. 
9 Great Wrongs the JUDGE this Day 1 
will right ; 
To all but Him unknown ; 16 
Oft by his high tremendous Name | 
Guilt was on others thrown : 3 
10 But now the dreadful Sentence ſtrikes 
Each pale Delinquent's Ear, 17 L 
While their own Burden all Earth's Sons“ 
In Heav'n or Hell muſt bear, MM: 
CLIX; Another, 2 Pet. iii. 14. 3 1 
1 E Men, whoſe undetermin'd Fate ö 
Hangs on Death's pointed Spear, By 
Soon will the Trumpet's ſhrilling Sound - 
Stun your affrighted Ear, ? 9 If 
; 


2 The JUDGE is muſt'ring vonder Hoſts, Þ | 

Bright Splendors deck his Train; Li 
For foon from Heights of Paradiſe | | 
You'll ſee him bend gain, 


6 Now heedful mark the JUDGE's Eye 
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3 At Midnight when our World is huſh'd, 
And Sons of Riot wake, 


The Throng in dazzling Glories bright 
From parting Clouds ſhall break, 


4 The Heav'ns aſtoniſh'd at the View 
That Hour ſhall diſappear ; 
Down from their Roof the Lamps of 
The Angel-Bands ſhall tear, [ Night 


5 Earth kindles in one flaming Blaze, 
And low'rs the Mountain's Pride; 
While Millions under melting Rocks 
In vain attempt to hide, 


While rais'd on Mercy's Throne, 
*T will prove too late to court his Smile 
When Days of Hope are gone, 


7 Low at his Footſtool proſtrate fall 

. Or on the ſuppliant Knee, 

Till wrathful Frowns for paſt Miſdeeds 
Diſpers'd like Miſts you ſee. 


8 Hatte, e'er the Pendulum of Time 

a Its ſwift vibrations ſtop, | 
Before its aged mould'ring Hand 

N The parting Curtain drop. 


9 If at the awful Hour of Death 
A He ſpeaks in threat'ning Tone, 
Like you may fear in Him to find: 
When mounted on the Throne. 
X 3 


CLX, The Day of Judgment. 


Rev. i. 7. 


1 3 ſpreads full faſt th' illuſtrious 
10 


When at JEHOVAH's ſov'reign Call 
I mult reſume my Clay, 


2 Alarming View! lo! Time's dim Eve 
Is bright'ning into Noon, 
Before the grand celeſtial Hoſts 
To Judgment marching down, 


g On Clouds of Glory high enthron'd 
The JUDGE attratts each Eye; 
Immortal Splendors dart around 
Terrific Majeſty, 


4 Encircling Radiance crowns his Brow 
Too ſtrong for Seraphs' Sight, 
Since ne'er in waiting round the Throne 
Beheld they Rays 5 bright. 


5 The Veil from off his GODHEAD throw 

[| His Foes the GOD confeſs ; 

Untemper'd Beams like Lightnings flaſh, 
How glorious is his Dreſs ! 


6 The Trump of GOD from Pole to Pote 
Pours forth the quick'ning Blaſt ; 

The Grave reluttant yields the Spoil 
Of all her Conquelts paſt, 


f an eternal Day, { Morn 


* 
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7 See from beneath her dreary Gloom 
Far-ſundred Ages wake; 
Unnumber'd Tribes all Earth around 
Their tedious Slumbers break. 


1 8 In ſolemn Mien the Throngs are rang'd 
Thro' wide-ſpread Tratts of Sky; 
Angelic Armies fill'd with Awe 
On higheſt Errands fly, 


9 Each Boſom anxious for its Doom 
Scarce hears the Thunder's Roar, 
Tho”. Earth the loud tremendous Peal 
Re ſounds from Shore to Shore. 


10 The Juſt, ſerene and fraught with Hope, 
Look up with ſhining Brow ; 
While from afar the Sons of Shame 
Their ghaſtly Faces ſhow, 


11 Diſſolving Worlds around them burn 
In one united Blaze ; 
Ten thouſand thouſand Objetts join 
To fill them with amaze. 


12 Deſpair's dark Lodge anon ſpues forth 
Its wild blaſpheming Crowd; 
While countleſs Legions drag their 

Chains 
From mid the boiling Flood, 


13 From depths of that infernal Lake 
Thoſe howling Fiends attend, 
The Bolts from off their. Priſon Gates 


Are drawn till Judgment end, 
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CLXI. Another, with the final States both 
of the Righteous and the Wicked, 
| 2 ell, i. 7-10. 


1 OW dreadful are thoſe loud Alarms ! 
'Tis Nature's final Moan, 
Now on her dying Bed ſhe lies, 
And heaves th” expiring Groan, 


2 Time's rolling Stream is now ſunk low, 
Behold it ſmoothly glide 
Down to Eternity's Abyſs, 
That vaſt unebbing Tide. 


3 Th' Archangel hovers on the Wing 
Till Time's {ſwift Clock run out; 
Commiſhon'd when it ſtrikes the laſt 
To give the awful Shout, 


4 Hark! the laſt Hour—the Sun's blown out, 
Its dazzling Beams expire 


Quite o'er his Face a Mantle's ſpread 
That veils his bright Attire, 


5 Yon filver Orb ſheds purple Rays, 
And from the glowing Sky 


In mixt Confuhon lie, 


6 Above, ten thouſand Thunders' Roar 

Speaks an approaching GOD ; 

Below, Earth burſts her heaving Womb, 
And trembles at his Nod, 


10 


11 


12 
Thoſe num'rous ſtarry Hoſts dropt down 
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7 Diſſolving Nature midſt her Pangs 

| With ſtedfaſt Ear attends 

The Voice of the loud ſounding Trump, 
Which thro? all Space extends, 


4 8 Aſtoniſh'd Mortals drop their Clay, 
And pure Immortals ſtand ; 

While ſtarting from the Grave's dark 
Comes forth a countleſs Band, ¶ Houſe 


Pau ſe. 


Soon as the Groans of Nature ceaſe 
The JUDGE eretts his Throne ; 
Then to the dread impending Doom. 

He calls with ſolemn Tone. 


10 Bright luſtre beams around his Head, 
All Heav'n their KING attend; 
And to his high Tribunal rais'd 
His Foes reluctant bend. 


11 He next the god-hke Decd atchieves, 
Lo! Myriads now are caft ; 

See, their dread Fates are ſeal'd apace, 
And Doom unchanging paſt. 


12 Soon with a Breath that lights up Hell 
The Verdict ſounds full high, 

« Ye curs'd, to endleſs tort'ring Flames 
1 From this bleſt Preſence fly.“ 

13 Then thro' the Shades of tenfold Night 
4 He hurls the godleſs Band; 

And on their Priſon-gates the Bolts 
Are fix'd by his Command, 


a 
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14 Mean time the Juſt mid ſhouts of joy 
With brighteſt Gems are crown'd ; 
And in a flowing milk-white Robe 
Each raptur'd Saint is found, 


15 © Ye bleſt of GOD, aſcend your Thrones 
% Prepar'd of old,” He cries, 
& You ſerv'd me in my Saints below, 
„% Now rcign above the Skies.“ 
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[| 26 When clos'd the Scene, what high De- 4 
lights 

Are ſparkling in each Eye! 45- 

While upwards all the ranſom'd Tribes. 46- 
With Songs of Triumph fly. 537 

111 1— 

111 9 - 

127 = 

28. 

#2 .54- 

205 


#1 #3 


a 11 9— — 3 


r 


Page Verſe Line 
8 


2—— 3 read Suns, 


27— 4 juſt 
Hb —--10——--1 the 
45 9— 53 Hoſts 
46—9——2 Triumph 
53 b——-——the 
. 11 1——4— 2 Seraphs 
with 


——— xxxVIII, 


127 — — 

I . ͤ ͤ —— 
10 
And 


33 


205 —6— 2 


„ 


G OD. 


GOD is Love - 1 John 1 iv 8 


The Omnipreſence of GOD Pſ. cxxxix 7-10 
The Greatneſs and Majelty 


of GOD - - - Ifai, xl 12-14 
The ſame Subject continued 15-26 
Divine Condeſcenſion 2 Chro. vi 18 


The everlaſting Compaſſions 
of SOD to his People - 
Celebration of the divine 
Attributes eſpecially 
Mercy. - 


Iſai, xlix 13 


- Pſ. cxlv 9 

CREATION AND PROVIDENCE, 
GOD the Author and For- 

mer of Man's Being Pl,c 3 
GOD our Creator and Pre- 

ſerver from carlieſt 

Infancy - Pf, xxu 9 
GOD's Wiſdom 1 Poor 


in Creation — - Job xxvi 6-14 
GOD's providential Care of 


His Crcaturcs - 
he unwearied Care of GOD 
for his People « Iſai, xl 27-31 


\ View of Providence, or 
GOD's unexhauſted 

Bountics — — 

he Creatures invited to 


praiſe their Maker 


Luke xii 7 


- Pl. exlv 18 


[ 3-10 
Pi, cxlviii 23 7 


I 


GOD glorious in the Viciſ- 
fitude of the Seaſons - 
GOD's Delight to commu- 
nicate Good, or Judg- 
ment his ſtrange Work « 
The Patience and Mercy of 
GOD towards the Wicked Hab. i 19-15 
The Inſcrutableneſs of 
GOD's Judgment 
Another on the ſame Subje& 
GOD's Guidance of Iſrael, 
and Deſtruction of their 
Enemies Pf. cxiv 5 
| | The Delivery of the Law 
| on Mount Sinai - + 


The Mercics of GOD to 


Pf, cxlvii 16-18 


Pf. xxx 5 


Pf, xcvii 2 


Exo. xix 18 19 


ain Iſai. i 2 
6 THE FALL OF MAN. 
Men's Ingratitude to GOD - Iſai, 1 2 


| | The Corruption and Miſery 
| | of Man. - — 


Eccl. vii 29 
Weeping over the World | 


| | lying in Wickednels - » Pf, cxix 196 
|} + The Vanity and Folly of 
| human Life - - - Eccl, xi 
1 - REDEMPTION, 
1 | Men honoured above Angels Heb, ii 16 
Redemption an Objett of 
| Wonder and Praiſe to the 
Angels, and an Act of ſtu- 
pendous Mercy to Men Luke ii 


— — 


ti 9 68 
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Redemption by CHRIST, 
or the Day-Spring from 
on high viſiting a be- | | 
nighted World - Luke i 78 
Redemption by the Blood 
or CHAIST +>, „ Ni 
The Name of JESUS 
blefied _...-. - . » lxzii as 
GOD weighs the Fates of Iſai. xxvi 7 
Mankind, or Mercy re- and 
joicing againſt Judgment ames 11. 2 
The ——— — . of J | : 
CHRIST - . — Jer. xxxi 3 


SCRIPTURE CALLS TO REPEN- 
TANCE, INVITATIONS AND 
PROMISES. 


GOD not the Author of 
Man's Miſery, or Man's | 
Deſtruttion of himſelf = James i 13 

GOD's Call to Sinners to | 
repent - = P. vid ail 

The Sinner exhorted to | | 
give his Heart to GOD - Prov, xxiii 26 

Expoſtulation with Sinners, 
and Invitation to partake 
of the rich Bleſſings of 
the Goſpel 1 - - Iſai, lv s 

Encouragement to believe in ; 

CHRIST, or Antidote 1 | 

. againſt, Deſpair © ION Pf. xlii 24 f 


— 2 — 


Tt A N L E 


Another on the ſame Subject Matt. xi 23 
The Saviour's Invitation John vi 37 
And yet there is Room - Luke xiv 22 
Balm in Gilead, a en 


there — — Jer. viii 22 
GOD heareth and preventeth 
Prayer — — — Tſai, Ixv 24 


THE INCARNATION OF CHRIST. 


The Incarnation of CHRIST Luke i 26-31 
The Nativity - - Luke 11 11-13 
CHRIST wrapt in ſwaddling 
Clothes and lying in a FOE 
Manger = . - Luke 11 12 13 
The Creatures invited to 


praiſe GOD at the Birth 


of CHRIST 
A Rod out of the Stem of 

JESSE - - - Iſai, xi t 
The Epiphany - Matt. ii 111 
JESUS perſecuted by Herod Matt. ii 13 14 
The Infanticide - Matt. 11 16 


Simeon taking up the Child 
TESUS in his Arms and 
tefling GOD — - Luke 11 28 


THE MINISTRY AND MIRACLES 
OF CHRIST, 


His Temptation in the Wit- 


derneſs - - - Luke iv 2 


Preſent at the Marriage in 
- Cana - - - John ii 2, &c, 


an... HS. 5, 94 


"© ff XJ 


© Ox 


» 4 
R 45 ae ads W 

* ' 4 * ” ni 
r m 


LE L 


Going about and doing Good » Ads x 38 
Confeſſed by the Devils Mark i 24 
Not having a Place where | 

to lay his Head - _ - Matt. viii 20 
Healing the withered Hand - Luke vi 10 
Healing the Centurion's 

'Servarit - - - Luke vii 2 
Raiſing the Widow's Son — Luke vii 11 
Stilling the Tempeſt - Luke viii 23 24 
Feeding the Multitude - [Luke ix 14-17 
Curling the barren Figtree Mark xi 13 14 
Caſting out a dumb Spirit Mark ix 25-27 
Regeiving Money from 

the Mouth of a Fiſh - Matt. xvii 27 
Calling Zaccheus — Luke xix 4-9 
His triumphant entry 

into Jeruſalem - - M att, xxi 39 
Purging the Temple - Matt, xx1 12 
Transfigured on the Mount Matt. xvii 2-4 
Weeping over Jeruſalem. « Luke xix 41 
Encouraging his Diſciples 

with a Promiſe of future 

Happineſs „„ John v2 


THE SUFFERINGS, DEATH, AND- 
BURIAL OF CHRIST, 


Behold the Lamb of GOD; 
or a View of CHRIS T's 
Sufferings thro' the Stages 
of his mortal Life - - John i 29 

Another on the ſame 8 am. i 12 

13 


TA B LE. 


JESUS deprecating the 

bitter Cup - - Mark xiv g6 
Another on the ſame Subject 
Spit upon - - - Matt, xxvi 67 
Denied by Peter = - Matt, xxvi 74 
Clothed in Purple, and bear- 

ing a Reed in his Hand - Mark xv 17 
Crowned with "Thorns - Mark xv 17 
Behold the Man ! - - John xix 5 
Forſaken of GOD - - Mark xv 34 


Drinking the Vinegar - - Mark xv 36 


« It is finiſhed,” - - John x1x 3⁰ 
Crying with a loud Voice 

and giving up the Ghoſt Matt. xxvii 50 
Suffering and dying = Iſai. lin 5 
His meekneſs aud Patience 

in Wee, — - - Tai lin 7 
Dead - Luke xxiit 46 
Taken down from the Croſs Luke xxiii 53 
Wrapped in Linen and | 

borne to the Sepulchre - Luke xxiii 53 
Buried - - - Matt, xxvu 60 


THE RESURRECTION, ASCENSION, 
AND INTERCESSION OF CHRIST, 
WITH THE MISSION OF THE 
HOLY GHOST. 


The Reſurrection of- Luke xxiv 6 

CHRIST - - Matt. xxvii 51-43 
| His Aſcenſion — Pf. Ixviii 17 28 
His Interceſſion — Heb. vii 23 
Another on the ſame Subject 
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The Miſſion of the Holy > - John xiv 18 
Ghoſt — — — XL. 7 
The Divinity, Works and 
Office of the Spirit 


FOR PENITENTS AND OCR. 
SLIDERS, 


Confeſſion of Sin - - Pſ. xxxii.'8: 
Another on the ſame Subject - Pl, li 4 
Imploring Forgivenels » Pſ. xxv 14. | 
On the ſame Subject | 
The Prodigal Son s Prayer - Luke xv 18 
The Inſufficiency of human | 

Righteouſneſs - - Micah vi 6-8 | 
Secking Reſt in CHRIST .· Jer, iii 28, 


— 


Embracing the Offer of | 
Mercy - - — Iſai. xii 1 | 

A Backilider returning to | 
GOD - - — Luke xv 19 | 


FOR BELIEVERS, 


Praiſe for forgiving Mercy = Pſ. ciii 12 | 
Gratitude for divine Mercies Pf, cxv 1617 
C omplaining of Inconſtancy Rom, vii 21 | 
Comfort for weak Believers - Ifai. xlii g 
The Man CHRIST, a 

Shadow and Rock - I fat. Xxxxii 3 
The impoveriſhed Saint (| 

rejoicing in GOD - Hab. iii 17) 
Life and Safety in | 

CHRIST alone John vi 68 
CHRIST our Shepherd + Pl. xxui oe 
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O that I knew where I 

might find Him! © - Job xxiii g 
Light in Darknels, or godly | 

Sorrow Fr to 

true Joy — Pf. xcvii 11 
Support againſt Calumny Þ PC. Ixix 20 
It 1s better to fall into the 

Hands of GOD than of 


Man - - 4 Chro. xxi 13 
Submiſſion under Aflligion - job ii 10 
Another - Q Heb. xii' 15 


The Pleaſantneſs of Religion Prov, iii 17 
Prayer for Support through 

Life and a happy Death PL, Ixxi 18 
On a Father's loſs of an 

only Child - . * Job i 21 
O that I had the Wings of 


a Dove! - - - Pf, Iv 6 
Waiting GOD's Time for 
Removal hence - FE Job xiv 14 


Longing to depart, or the 

Vanity of Life - - Job vii 16 
The Soul commended into 

the Hands of GOD on 

the near approach of 

R Fin z 
Looking for the end 

coming of CHRIST — Titus ii 13 
Diſembodied Saints longing 
for the Reſurrection of their 
Bodies, and the complete 
Joys of the Redeemed 
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TAiB LE. 


Come LORD JESUS - Rev, xxii 24 


FOR THE RIGHT CONDUCT OF 
HUMAN LIFE, 


The unreaſonableneſs of 

Delays in Religion. Matt. xx 6 
Another 
Diligence in GOD's Service Eccl, ix 10 
The narrow Path =» - Matt, vii 14 
The Fear of GOD the beſt 

Antidote againſt the 


Fear of Men Matt. x 28 
Againſt worldly Cares — Matt. vi 23-28 
The Vanity of worldly Gains Matt, xvi 29 


Seck the Things that are 

above - - - - Col, vi 2 
The Neceſſity of laying up 

Treaſures in Heaven Matt. vi 29 20 
Againſt raſh Judgments - Rom, xiv 4 
Not to pry curiouſly into 

the divine Counſels - Rom, xi 34 


TIMES AND SEASONS, 


A Morning Hymn - - Amos v 8 
An Evening Hymn 
Youth exhorted to remem- 
ber their Creator - „ Feel. $US 
The young Man exhorted 
to fear GOD from the 


Conſideration of the 


ſhortneſs of Life - Eccl. xit 2-3-7 | 
Warning to old Age - Eccl, xii 35 
Another | | 


| 
| 


= 


1 


DEATH AND ETERNITY, 
Proſpett of approgcking 


Death - - Job vu x 
The Empire of Death 

univerſal 3 - Eccl. viii 8 
Preparation for Death - job x 21 
Another — Job xxx 23 


Prayer for happy Death - Pſ. xiii g 
The Death of Moſes - Deut. xxxii 49 50 
Death conquered - - 4 Cor, xv 55 
The dreadful End of the 
Wicked — - - IJIai. iii 11 
The happy Death of the 
Righteous - - - Pf, xxxvii 37 
| Death and Eternity - Eccl. xii 7 
THE LAST JUDGMENT. 

The laſt . - - Eccl. xii 14 
Another - - - 2 Pet. iii 14 
The Day of Jud nt - - Rev.1i7 
Another, with the final 

States both of the Righ- | 

teous and the Wicked 2 Thell, i 7-10 
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